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borne a large ofSce in the culture of mind and stjle for 
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weaki k d — Boilon Transcript. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Poems of Burns appear in these volumes 
as arranged and edited by Eobert Chambers in 
Lis Life, and Works of Robert Bums, Edinburgh 
and London, 1856. Such parts of the Biography 
as are necessary for the understanding of the 
poems, or of the occasions which gave rise to 
them, are retained in the form of prefaces to the 
individual pieces. Verbal chaages of a trifling 
description have here and there been required. 

The Memoir of Burns is taken from the eighth 
edition of the Encychpadia Mntannica. 
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LIFE OF EOBEET BUENS. 



Robert Buens, the national bard of Scotland, 
was bom on the 25ib of January, 1759, in a clay- 
built cottage about two miles south of the town of 
Ayr. He was the eldest son of William Eurues, 
or Bumess, who at the period of Robert's birth 
was gardener and overseer to a gentleman of 
small estate ; but resided on a few acres of land 
whK.h he had on lease from another person The 
father waa a man ot strict religious principles, 
and ai=o distinguished tor that penetration and 
kno«ledge ot mankind nhich was afterwjids so 
conspicuous in hia son The mother of the poet 
was hkewiae a ■veiy lagacious woman, and pos- 
sessed an inexhaustible store of ballads and legen- 
dary tales, with which she nouiiahed the infant 
imagination of hira whose own productions were 
destined to excel them all. 

These woithy persons labored diligently for 
liie auppoit of an increasmg family , nor, in the 
midst ot haiassingsliuggles, did thej neglect the 
mental impioiement of their oflVpring , a tharao- 
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teristie of Scottish parents, even under the most 
depressing circumstances. la his sixth year Eoh- 
ert was put under the tuition of one Campbell, 
and subsequently under Mr. John Murdoch, a 
very faithful and paios-laking teacher. With 
Mr. Murdoch he remained for a few years, and 
was accurately instructed in the first principles of 
composition. The poet and bis brother Gilbert 
were the aptest pupils in the school, and were 
generally at the head of the class. Mr. Murdocfa, 
in afterwai-ds recording the impressions which the 
two brothers made oa him, says, " Gilbert always 
appeared to me to possess a more lively imagina- 
tion, and to be more of the wit, than Robert. I 
attempted to teach them a little church-music. 
Here they were left far behind by all the rest of 
the school. Bobert's ear in particular was re- 
mai-kably dull, and his voice untuunble. It was 
long before I could get them to distinguish one 
tune from another. Robert's countenance was 
generally grave, and expressive of a serious, con- 
templative, and thoughtful mind. Gilbert's face 
said. Mirth, with thee I mean to live; and cer- 
tainly, if any person who knew the two boys had 
been asked which of them was the most likely to 
court the muses, he would never have guessed 
that Bohert had a propensity of that kind." 

Besides the tuition of Mr. Murdoch, Burns 
received instructions from his father in writing 
and arithmetic. Under their joint care he made 
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rapid progress, and was remarkable for the ease 
with wliich he commilted devotional poetry to 
memory. The following extract from his letter 
to Dr. Moore in 1787 is interesting, from the light 
which it throws upon bis progress as a scholar, 
and on the formation of his character as a poet : — 
"At those years," says he, " I was by no means 
a favourite with anybody. I was a good deal 
noted for a retenlive memory, a stubborn sturdy 
something in my disposition, and an enthusiastic 
idiot piety. I say idiot piety, because I was then 
but a child. Though it cost the schoolmaster 
some thrashings, I made an excellent scholar ; 
and by the time I was ten or eleven years of age, 
I was a critic in substantives, verbs, and particles. 
In my infant and boyish days, too, I owed much 
to an old woman who resided in the family, re- 
markable for her ignorance, credulity, and super- 
stition. She had, I suppose, the largest collection 
in the country, of tales and songs concerning 
devils, ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches, warlocks, 
spunkies, kelpies, elf-candles, dead-lights, wraiths, 
apparitions, cantrips, giants, enchanted towers, 
dragons, and other trumpery. This cultivated 
the latent seeds of poetry ; but had so strong an 
effect on my imagination, that to Ihb hour, in my 
nocturnal I'ambles, I sometimes keep a sharp look- 
out in suspicious places ; and though nobody can 
be more sceptical than I am in such matters, yet 
it often takes an effort of philosophy to shake off 
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these idle terrors. The earliest composition that 
I recollect taking pleasure in was The Vision of 
Mirza, and a hymn of Addison's, beginning, How 
are thy servants Nest, Lord! I particularly 
remember one half-stanza, which was music to 
my boyish ear — 



I met with these pieces in Mason's English Col- 
leetion, one of my school-books. The firit two 
books I ever read in private, and which gave me 
more pleasure than any two hooks I ever read 
since, were. The Life of Hannihal, and The His- 
tory of Sir 'WilUdm Wallace. Hannibal gave my 
young ideas such a turn, that I used to strut in 
raptures up and down after the recruiting drum 
and bagpipe, and wish myself tall enough to be a 
soldier; while the story of "Wallace poured a tide 
of Scottish prejudice into my veins, which will 
boil along there till the ilood-gates of life shut in 
eternal rest." 

Mr. Murdoch's removal from Mount Oliphant 
deprived Burns of his instructions ; but they were 
still continued by the father of (he bard. About 
the age of fourteen he was sent to school every 
alternate week for the improvement of his writ- 
ing. In the meanwhile he was busily employed 
upon the operations of the ^rm ; and, at the age 
of fifteen, was considered as the principal laborer 
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upon it. About a year afl«r this lie gained three 
weeks of respite, which he spent with his old tutor 
Murdocli at Ayr, in revising the English grani- 
mar, and in studying the French language, in 
which he made uncommon progress. Ere his 
sixteenth year elapsed, he had considerably ex- 
tended his reading. The vicinity of Mount 
Oiiphant to Ayr afforded him facilities for grati- 
fying what had now become a passion. Among 
the books which he had perused were some plays 
of Shakspeare, Pope, the works of Allan Kamsay, 
and a collection of songs which constituted his 
vade-mecum. " I pored over them," says he, 
"driving my cart or walking to labour, song by 
song, verse by verse, carefully noticing the true 
tender or sublime from affectation and fustian." 
So early did he evince his attachment to the lyrio 
muse, in which he was destined to surpass all 
who have gone before or succeeded him. 

At this period the family removed to Lochlea, 
in the parish of Torbolton. Some time before, 
however, he had made his first attempt in poetry. 
It was a song addressed to a rural beauty about 
his own age ; and though possessing no great 
merits as a whole, it contains some lines and 
ideas which would have done honor to him at 
any age. After the removal to Lochlea his 
literary zeai slackened, for he was thus cut off 
from those acquaintances whose convei-salion stim- 
ulated his powers, and whose kindness supplied 
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him with books. For about three years after this 
period he was busily employed upon the farm ; 
but at intervals he paid his addresses to the poetic 
muse, and with no common success. The sum- 
mer of his nineteenth year was spent in tlie study 
of mensuration, surveying, etc. at a small sea-port 
town, a good distance from home. He returned 
to his father's considerably impi-oved. " My 
reading," says he, " was enlarged with the very 
important addition of Thomson's and Shenslone's 
works. I had seen human nature in a new pha- 
sis ; and I engaged several of my school -fellows to 
keep up a literary correspondence with me This 

mpro dm nj t Ildmtwtha 

coll t f i tt ! y th t f Q A 

dipd hmtd lyl 

k pt p f y f my w 1 tt 1 pi a= d 
m d comp b th m 1 tl 

mp f m t mj po d fl t 

tdmy yica dh Im f It 

tlhlhd 1 fh thfb 

n m th w Id J t aim t y t t b ht 
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p! dd f d J b k d I dg 

H m Dd p ul a ly u pt bl f t d mi 
p nt lly fh la f som u t 
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ludon of entering the matrimonial state ; but liis 
circumscribed means of subsistence as a farmer 
preventing bis taking that step, he resolved on 
becoming a flax-dresser, for which purpose he 
removed lo the town of Irvine in 1781. Tlie 
speculation turned out unsuccessful ; for the shop 
catching fire, was burnt, and the poet returned to 
his father without a sixpence. During his stay 
at Irvine he had met with Ferguson's poems. 
This circumstance was of some importance to 
Bums, for it roused hia poetic powers from the 
torpor into which they had fallen, and ■ in a great 
measure finally determined the Scottish character 
of his poetry. He here also contracted some 
friendships, which he himself says did him mis- 
chief; and, by his brother Gilbert's account, from 
liis date (here was a serious change in his con- 
duct. The venerable and excellent parent of the 
poet died soon after his son's return. Tlie sup- 
port of the family now devolving upon Burns, in 
conjunction with his brother he took a sub-lease 
of the farm of Mossgiel, in the parish of Mauch- 
line. The four years which he resided upon this 
farm were the most important of his life. It was 
here he felt that nature had designed him for a 
poet ; and here, accordingly, his genius began to 
develop its energies in those strains which will 
make his name familiar lo ail future times, the 
admiration of every civilized country, and the 
glory and boast of liis own. 
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The vigor of Bums's understanding, and the 
keenness of his wit, as displayed more particu- 
larly at masonic meetings and debating clubs, of 
which he formed one at Mauchline, began to 
spread his fame us a man of uncommon endow- 
ments. He now could number as his acquaint- 
ance several clergymen, and also some gentlemen 
of substance ; amongst whom was Mr. Gavin 
Hamilton, writer in Mauchline, one of his earliest 
patrons. One circumstance more than any other 
contributed to increase his notoriety. " Polemicid 
divinity," says he to Dr. Moore in 1787, " about 
this time was putting the country half rdad ; and 
I, ambitious of shining in conversation-parties on 
Sundays, at funerals, etc, used to puzzle Calvin- 
ism with so much heat and indiscretion, that I 
raised a hue-and-cry of heresy against me, which 
has not ceased to this hour." The farm which he 
possessed belonged to the Earl of Loudon, but 
the brothers held it in sub-lease from Mr. Hamil- 
ton. This gentleman was at open feud with one 
of the ministers of Mauchline, who was a rigid 
Calvinist. Mr. Hamilton maintained opposite 
tenets ; and it is not matter of surprise that the 
young farmer should have espoused his cause, 
and brought all the resources of his genius to 
bear upon it. The result was The Holy Fair, 
The Ordination., Jloly Willies Prayer, and other 
satires, as much distinguished for their coarse 
severity and bUferness, aa for their genius. 
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The applause which greeted these pieces em- 
boldened the poet, and encouraged him to proceed. 
Jn his life hy his brother Gilbert, a very interest- 
ing account is given of the occasioca which gave 
rise to the poems, and the chronological order in 
which they were produced. The exquisite pathos 
and humor, the strong manly sense, the masterly 
command of felicitous language, the graphic power 
of delineating scenery, manners, and incidents, 
which appear so conspicuously in his various 
poems, could not faii to call forth the admiration 
of those who were favored with a perusal of them. 
But the elouds of misfortune were gathering 
darkly above the head of him who was thus 
giving delight to a large and widening circle 
of friends. Tlie farm of Mossgiel proved a los- 
ing concern ; and an amour with Jane Armour, 
afterwards Mrs. Burns, had assumed so serious 
an aspect, that he at first resolved to fly from the 
scene of his disgrace and misery. One trait of 
his character, however, must he mentioned. Be- 
fore taking any steps for his departure, he met 
Jane Armour by appointment, and gave into her 
hands a written acknowledgment of marriage, 
which, when produced by a person in her sit- 
uation, is, according to the Scots law, to be ao- 
cepted as legal evidence of an irregular marriage 
having really taken place. This Jane burned 
at the persuasion of her father, who was adverse 
to a marriage ; and Bums, thus wounded in the 
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two most powerful feelings of his mind, his love 
and pride, was driven almost to insanity. Jamaica 
was his desfinalion ; but as he did not possess the 
jnoney necessary to defray the expense of his pas- 
sage ont, he resolved to publish some of hia beat 
poems, in order to raise the requisite sum. These 
views were warmly promoted by some of his 
more opulent friends ; and a suiBciency of sub- 
scribers having been procured, one of the finest 
volumes of poetry that ever appeared in the 
world issued from the provincial press of Kil- 
marnock. 

It is hardly possible to imagine with what 
eager admiration and delight they were every- 
where received. They possessed in an eminent 
degree all those qualities which invariably con- 
tribute to render any literal^ work quickly and 
permanently popular. They were written in a 
phraseology of which all the powers were univer- 
sally fell, and which being at once antique, famil- 
iar, and now rarely written, was therefore fitted 
to serve all the dignified and picturesque uses of 
poetry, without making it unintelligible. The 
imagery and the sentiments were at once natural, 
impressive, and interesting. Those topics of sat- 
ire and scandal in which the rustic delights ; that 
humorous imitation of character, and that witty 
association of ideas familiar and striking, yet not 
naturally allied to one another, which has force to 
shake his sides with laughter ; those fancies of 
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BuperslJtion, at which one still wonders and trtim- 
bles ; those afFecfing sentiments and images of 
true religion, which are at once dear and awful 
to fiie Leart ; were all represented by Burns with 
the magical power of true poetry. Old and 
young, liigh and low, grave and gay, learned and 
ignorant, all were alike surprised and transported. 
In the mean time, a few copies of these fasci- 
nating poems found their way to Edinburgh, and 
having been read to Dr. Blacklock, obtained his 
warmest approbation ; and he advised the author 
to repair to Edinburgh, Burns lost no time in 
complying with this request ; and accordingly, 
towards the end of the year 1786, he set out for 
the capital, where he was received by Dr. Black- 
lock with the most flattering kindness, and intro- 
duced to every person of taste among that excel- 
lent man's friends. Multitudes now vied with 
each other in patronizing the rustic poet. Those 
who possessed at once true taste and ardent phi- 
lanthropy were soon united in his praise ; those 
who were disposed lo favor any good thing belong- 
ing to Scotland, purely because it was Scottish, 
gladly joined the cry ; while those who had hearts 
and understandings to be charmed without know- 
ing why, when they saw their native customs, 
manners, and language, made the subjects and 
the materials of poesy, could not suppress that 
impulse of feeling which struggled to declare 
itself in favor of Burns. 



.^hyGooglc 



KX MEMOIK OP THE LIFE OF BUKNS. 

Thus did Burns, ere he had been many weeks 
in Edinburgh, find himself the object of universal 
curiosity, favor, admiration, and fondness. He 
was sought aAer, courted with attentions the most 
respectful and assiduous, feasted, flattered, ca- 
ressed, and treated by all i-anks as the great 
boast of his country, whom it was scarcely pos- 
sible to honor and reward in a degree equal to 
his merits. 

A new edition of his poems was called for; and 
the public mind was directed to the subject by 
Henry Mackenzie, who dedicated a paper in the 
Lounger to a commendatory notice of the poet. 
This circumstance will ever be remembered to 
the honor of that polished writer, not only for the 
warmth of the eulogy he bestowed, but because it 
was the first printed acknowledgment which had 
been made to the genius of Bums. The copy- 
right was sold to Ci-eech for £100 ; but the friends 
of the poet advised him to forwai-d a subscription. 
The patronage of the Caledonian Ilnnl, a veiy 
influential body, was obtained. The Ust of sub- 
scribers rapidly rose to 1500 ; many gentlemen 
paying a gre^t deal more than the price of the 
volume ; and it was supposed that the jwet de.; 
rived from the subscription and the sale of hia 
copyright a clear profit of at least £700. 

TJie conversation of Bums, according to the 
testimony of all the eminent men who heard him, 
was even more wonderful than liis poetry. He 
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affected no ^ft air nor grateful mot ons of polite- 
neaa «hich raiolit 1 we ill auxii led with the rus- 
tic pkinneas ot Lis mine manner. Conscious 
siipeiioritv >t mind taught bim to associate wilb 
the greit, the learned, and the gay without being 
oveiawed into any such bashfulness asMiight have 
lenleied him contused in thought or hesitating in 
elocution He poaaeased withal an exti-aordinary 
shiie of plain common sense or mother wit, which 
prevented him from obtruding upon persons, of 
whatever rank with whom he was admitted to 
converse iny of those effu ions ot vanity, envy, 
or elf conceit, in which authors wlo have lived 
remote Irom the general practice of life, and whose 
minds hwe been almost exclusively confined to 
contemplate then own studies ■\nd their own 
works aie but too prone to indulge. In con- 
versation he diaphyed a soit of intuitive quick- 
ness and leclitudc of ludgment upon every subject 
that nose The scnsibihty of hia heart, and the 
vnacity of his finty gave a rich coloring to 
whatevei opinions he was disposed to advance ; 
and hi", language n ts thus not less iiappy in con- 
\ei-ation than in hia urilings Hence those who 
Ind laH anl conversed with him once, were 
pleiaed to meet and to eonserse with him again 
and again 

Soi some time he a "ocnted only with the vir- 
tuou the leirned and the wiae ind the purity 
of hiS moials reraa ned uncon laminated. But un- 
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fortunalely he fell, aa others hare fallen in similar 
circumstances. He suffered himself to be sur- 
rounded by persons who were pi-oud to tell thai 
they had been in company with Burns, and had 
seen Bums &s loose and as foolish as themselves. 
He now also began to contract something of arro- 
gance in conversation. Accustomed to be among 
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gain with Mr. Miller of Dalswinfon, for a lease 
of the farm of Elliesland, on advantageous terms. 
Burns entered on possession of this farm at 
Whitsunday, 1788. He had formerly applied 
with success for an excise commission, and during 
six weeks of the summer of this year he had to 
attend to the business of that profession at Ayr. 
His life for some time was thus wandering and 
unsettled ; and Dr. Currie mentions this as one 
of his chief misfortunes. Mrs. Burns came home 
to him towards the end of the year, and the poet 
was accustomed to say that the happiest period of 
his life was the first winter he spent in Elliesland. 
The neighboring farmers and gentlemen, pleased 
to oblain for a neighbor the poet by whose works 
they had been delighted, kindly sought his com- 
pany, and invited him to their liou'^es Burns, 
however, found an inexpressible cbaim in sitting 
down beside his wife, at his own fireside , in wan- 
dering over bis own grounds in once more put 
tin^ his h'lnd to the spade and the plough m 
forming hi<< enclosures and managing hia tdttle 
For some months he telt almo t all thit fehcity 
whii,h firniy liad taught him to expect m hia new 
siiuition He had been for •% time idle but hi5 
muscles were not yet ui biaced tor lural toil He 
now seemed to find a joj in being the hu bind of 
the mistress ot his aftcLtions and in seeing him 
self the father of childien sudi is piimned to 
attach him forever to thit mode t humble, and 
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domestic life, in which aione he could hope (o be 
permanently happy. Even his engagements in 
the service of the excise did not, at fir.st, threaten 
either to contaminate the poet or to ruin the fur- 

From- various causes, the farming speculation 
did not. succeed. Indeed, from the time he ob- 
taiaed a [situation under government, he gradually 
began to sink the farmer in the exciseman. Occa- 
sionally he assisted in the rustic occupations of 
Elliesland, but for the most part he was engaged 
in very different pursuits. In his professional 
perambulations over the moors of Dumfriesshire 
he had to -encounter temptations which a mind 
and iemperament like his found it difficult to 
resist. His immortal works had made him uni- 
versally known and enthusiastically admired; and 
accordingly he was a welcome guest at every 
house, from the most princely mansion to the 
lowest country inn. In the latter he was too ire- 
quently to be found as the presiding genius, and 
master of the orgies. However, he still continued 
at intervals to cultivate the muse ; and, besides a 
variety of other pieces, he produced at this period 
the inimitable poem of Tarn (/Shanter. John- 
son's Miscellany was also indebted to him for the 
finest of its lyrics. One pleasing trait of his char- 
acter must not be overlooked. He superintended 
the formation of a subscription library in the par- 
ish, and took the whole management of it upon 
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revels of the dissolute and tUe idle ; foolish young 
men flocked eagerly about him, and from time to 
time pressed him to drink with them, that they 
might enjoy his wit. The Caledonian Club, too, 
and the Dumfriesshire and Galioway Hunt, had 
occasional meetings in Dumfries after Bums went 
fo reside lliere; and the poet was of course in- 
vited to share their conviviality, and hesitated not 
to accept the invitation. In the intervals between 
his different fits of intemperance he suffered the 
keenest anguish of remorse, and horribly afflictive 
foresight. His Jane beliaved with a degree of 
conjugal and maternal tenderness and prudence, 

which made him feel more bitterly the evil of 
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his misconduct, although they could Dot reclaim 

This ia a dark picture, perhaps too dark. The 
Eer. Mr, G-i'ay, who, as the teacher of hia son, 
was intimately acquainted with Burns, and had 
frequent opportunities of judging of his general 
character and deportment, gives a more amiable 
portrait of the bard. Being an eye-witness, the 
testimony of this gentleman must be allowed to 
have some weight. "The truth is," says he, 
" Bums was seldom intoxicated. The drunkard 
soon becomes besotted, and is shunned eren by 
the convivial. Had he been so, he could not 
have long continued the idol of every party." 
This is strong reasoning ; and he goes on to men- 
tion other circumstances which seem to confirm 
the truth of his position. In balancing these two 
statements, a juster estimate of the moral deport- 
ment of Burns may be formed. 

In the year 1792 party polities ran to a great 
height in Scotland, and the liberal and indepen- 
dent spirit of Burns did certainly betray him into 
some indiscretions. A general opinion prevails, 
that he so far lost the good graces of his superiors 
by his conduct, as to consiiier all prospects of 
future promotion as hopeless. But this appears 
not to have been the case ; and the fact that he 
acted 'as supervisor before his death is a strong 
pi-oof to the contrary. Of his political verses few 
have as yet been published. But in these he 
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warmly espoused the cause of the Whigs, which 
kept up the spleen of the other party, already 
sufficiently provoked ; and this may in some meas- 
ure account for the bitterness with whicli his own 
character was attacked. 

Whatever opinion may be formed of the estent 
of his dissipation in Dumfries, one fact is unques- 
tionable, that his powers remained unimpaired to 
the last ; it was there he produced his finest lyrics, 
and they are the finest, as well as the purest, that 
ever delighted mankind. Besides Johnson's Mit- 
seum, in which he took an interest to the last, and 
contributed most extensively, he formed a connec- 
tion with Mr. George Thomson of Edinburgh. 
Thia gentleman had conceived the laudable design 
of collecting the national melodies of Scotland, 
with accompaniments by the most eminent com- 
posers, and poetry by the most eminent writers, 
in addition io those words which were originally 
attached to them. From the multitude of songs 
u-hich Burns wrote from the year 1792 till the 
commencenient of his illness, it is evident that few 
days could have passed without his producing some 
stanzas for the work. The following passage fi-om 
bis correspondence, which was also most exten- 
sive, proves that his songs were not hurriedly got 
up, but composed with the utmost care and atten- 
tion. " Until I am complete master of a tune in 
my own singing, such as it is," says he, " I can 
never compose for it. My way is this. I eon- 
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sider the poetic sentiment correspondent to my 
idea of the musical expression, — tlien choose my 
theme, — compose one stanza- When that is 
composed, whicli is generally the most difficult 
part of the business, I walk out, — sit down now 
and then, — look out for objects in tiature round 
me chat are in unison or harmony with the cogita- 
tiou'i of mj tanoy, iiid wotkmgs of ray bo-.om — 
hummmg every now and then the air, with the 
ve^■!e^ I have trimed When I feel my muse 
begmning io jade I letin to the solilaiy fire-.ide 
ot my study, and there comniit my effusions to 
paper, awingmg at inter\al5 on the hml le^s of 
my elbow chair, by wiy of calling forth my own 
critical stricture" 9" my pen goe^ Seriously, 
this, at home, is almo-.t invariably my way" 
This IS not only interesting for the light which 
it Ihron:; upon his method of composition, but it 
proves tliat convivnlity had not is yet greater 
chaims for him than the mu^e 

From his youth Bui na had exhibited ominous 
symptoms of a ladical disorder lu his constitution 
A. palpitation of the heart and a derangement of 
the dige«tiie oigana, were conipicuous These 
were, doubtless, increa'ied by his indulgences, 
nhich bec-ime more ftequent a.s he drew tow^ld3 
she close of his career In the autumn of 1795 
he lost an onlj d^u'hter, which wis i severe 
blow to him Soon afterwards he was wized 
with a rheumatic tevei , and " long the die "pua 
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doubtful," says he, in a letter to bia faitbful friend 
Mrs. Dunlop, " until, after many weeks of a sick 
bed, it seems to have turned up life, and I am 
beginuing to crawl across my room." The cloud 
behind which his sun was destined to be eclipsed 
at noon had begun to darken above him. Before 
he had completely recovered, he had the impru- 
dence to join a festive circle ; aad, on his return 
from it, he caught a cold, which brought back his 
trouble upon him with redoubled severity. Sea- 
bathing was had recourse to, but with no ultimate 
success. He lingered uotil the 21st of July, 1796, 
when he expired. The interest which the death 
of Bums excited was intense. All differences 
were forgotten ; his genius only was Ihouglit of. 
On the 26th of the same month he was conveyed 
to the grave, followed by about ten thousand indi- 
viduals of all ranks, many of whom had come 
from distant parts of the country to witness the 
solemnity. He was interred with military honors 
by the Dumfries volunteeiis, to which body lie had 
beionged. 

Thus, at the age of thirty-seven, an age when 
the menial powers of man have scarcely reached 
their climax, died Robert Bums, one of the great- 
est poets whom his country has produced. It is 
unnecessary to enter into any lengthened analysis 
of his poetry or character. His works are uni- 
versally known and admired, and criticism has 
been drawn to the dregs upon the subject; and 
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Ihat too by tie greate t ma'iterB nho ha^e ap 
rearel smi's hi^ leath — no mean te=t of the 
great merits of h ^j wnting H« excels equally 
in tonchnig the heiit by the eiiqm itene= of bis 
pathos anil exciting the nsible Jaculties by the 
bieadth ot hi humor Ills ijre hid manj strings, 
and hi. hiA cquil commiul ovei them ill stiik 
ing each anl fiLjuently in choi 1" with the skill 
and power of a ma tei That his sitire some 
times degeneidtes into eoar e miectue cannot be 
denied but wheie persombty la not puniittel to 
inte ■fere his poems ot f hia description may take 
the r place beside \aj thi g of the kind which has 
ever been produced witl out being diagiaced by 
the comparia jn It la unnecessary to reecho the 
pmses of hi« best pieces as theie is no epithet of 
admiration which has not been bestowed upon 
them. Those who had best opportunities of judg- 
ing, are of opinion that his works, stamped as they 
are with the impress of sovereign genius, fall short 
of the powers he possessed. It is therefore to be 
lamented that he undertook no great work of fic- 
tion or invention. Had circumstances permitted, 
he would probably have done ao ; but his excise 
duties, and without doubt his own follies, prevented 
him. His passions were strong, and his capacity 
of enjoyment corresponded wilh them. These 
continually precipitated liim into the vortex of 
pleasure, where alone they could be gratified; 
and the reaction consequent upon such indul- 
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gences (for lie possessed the finest discrimination 
belmeen right and wrong) threw him into low 
spirits, lo which he was also constiiutionallj liable. 
His mind, being thus never for any length of time 
in an equable lone, could scarcely pui^ue with 
steady regularity a work of any length. His 
moral aberrations, as detailed by some of his 
biographers, have been exaggerated, as already 
noticed. This has been proved by the testimony 
of many witnesses, from whose authority there 
can be no appeal ; for they had the best oppor- 
tunities of judging. 



Dr. Curkie's description of Bums, baling 
been composed under advantages which no sub- 
sequent writer can enjoy, forms a desirable sup- 
plement to any memoir of his life. 

" Bums was nearly five feet ten incbes in 
height, and of a form that indicated agility as 
well as strength. His well-raised forehead, shad- 
ed with black curling hair, indicated extensive 
capacity. His eyes were large, dark, full of ar- 
dor and intelligence. His face was well formed, 
and his countenance uncommonly interesting and 
expressive. His mode of dressing, which was 
oiten slovenly, and a certain fulness and bend in 
his shoulders, cliaracteriatic of his original profes- 
sion, disguised in some degree the natural sym- 
metry and elegance of his form. Tlie external 
appearance of Bums was most strikingly indic- 
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ative of the character of liia mind. On a first 
view, his physiognomy had a certain air of coarse- 
ness, mingled, however, with an expression of 
deep penetration, and of calm thoughtfulness, ap- 
proacliing to melancholy. There appeared Id his 
first manner and address, perfect ease and self- 
possession, hut a stern and almost supercilious 
elevation, not, indeed, incompatible with openness 
and affability, which, however, bespoke a mind 
conscious of superior talents. Strangers that sup- 
posed themselves approaching an Ayrsliire peas- 
ant who could make rhymes, and to whom their 
notice was an honor, found themselves speedily 
overawed by the presence of a man who bore 
himself with dignity, and who possessed a singu- 
lar power of correcting forwardness and of repel- 
ling intrusion. But though jealous of the respect 
due to himself, Bums never enforced it where he 
saw it was willingly paid ; and though inaccet 
hie to the approaches of pride, he was open 
every advance of kindness and of benevolence. 
His dark and haughty countenance easily relaxed 
into a look of good-will, of pity, or of tenderness 
and as the various emotions succeeded each other 
in his mind, assumed with equal ease the expres- 
sion of the broadest humor, of the most exi 
gant mirth, of the deepest melancholy, or of the 
most sublime emotion. The tones of his voice 
happily corresponded with the expression of his 
features, and with the feelings of his mind- When 
to these endowments ai-e added a rapid and dis- 
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tinct apprehension, a most ponerful understand- 
ing, and a happy command of languiige — of 
strength as well as brilliancy of expression — we 
shall be able to account for the extraordinary at- 
tractions of his conversation — for the sorcery 
which, in his social piirlies, he seemed to exert on 
all aixiund him. In the company of women, this 
sorcery was more especially apparent. Their 
presence charmed the tiend of melancholy in his 
bosom, and awoke his happiest feelings ; it excit- 
ed the powers of his fancy, as well as the tender- 
ness of his heart; and by restraining the vehe- 
mence and the exuberance of his language, at 
times gave to his manners the impression of taste, 
and even of elegance, which in 'the company of 
men they seldom possessed. This influence was 
doubtless reciprocal. A Scottish lady accustomed 
to the best society, declared with characteristic 
miivete, that no man's conversation ever carried 
her so comphtely off her feet, as that of Bums ; * 
and an Eiiglish lady, familiarly acquainted with 
several of the most distinguished charactei-s of 
the present times, assured the editor, that in the 
happiest of his social hours, there was a charm 
about Bums which she had never seen equalled.^ 
This charm arose not more f o n tl c { u e i 
the versatility of his geniu N h g r could 
be felt in the society of a man who ja ed at 

> It has been slated that this la 1 a an U h of 
Gordon. 

2 Mrs. Waller Kiddel is liete inedQ 
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pleasure from grave to gay, fram the ludicrous 
to the pathetic, from the simple to the sublime ; 
who wielded all his faculties with equal sti'engtli 
and ease, and never failed to impress the ofTspi'ing 
of his fancy with (he stamp of his understanding. 
"This, indeed, is lo represent Bums in hia hap- 
piest phasia. In large and mixed parties, he was 
often silent and dark, sometimes fierce and over- 
bearing ; he was jealous of the proud man's 
scorn, jealous to an extreme of the insolence of 
weaUh, and prone lo avenge, even on its innocent 
possessor, the partiality of fortune. By nature, 
kind, brave, sincere, and in a singular degree 
compassionate, he was, on the other hand, proud, 
irascible, and vindictive. His virtues and his fail- 
ings had their origin in the extraordinary sensi- 
bility of his mind, and equally partook of the 
chills and glows of sentiment. His friendships 
were liable to interruption from jealousy or dis- 
gust, and his enmities died away nnder the influ- 
ence of pity or self-accusation. His understand- 
ing was equal to the other powers of his mind, 
and his deliberate opinions were singularly candid 
and just ; but, like other men of great and irreg- 
ular genius, the opinions which he delivered in 
conversation were often the offspring of tempo- 
rary feelings, and widely different from the calm 
decisions of his judgment. This was not merely 
true respecting the characters of others, but in 
regard lo some of the most important points of 
bnman speculation." 
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[The first edition of Biirns's poetry was pub- 
lished at Kilmarnock towards the end of July, 
178G, with Ihe title, Poems, chiefiy in the SeoU 
tuh IXaleet, hy Robert Bams, and the motto : 

" Tbe Simple Biitd, nnbroke to rules of art, 
He pours the wild eHuaiana of the heart : 
And if iiiEpired, 'tis Nature's powers inspire; 
H«rs all tbe melliHg thrill, and hers Ihe kindling fire." 
Anonyhoub. 

It contained the following pieces : — The Twa 
Dogs — Scotch Drink — The Author's Earnest 
Cry and Prayer — The Holy Fair — Address to 
the Deil — Mailie — To J. S»»** [Smith] — A 
Dream — The Vision — Halloween — The Auld 
Farmei-'s New-year Morning's Salutation to liis 
Auld Mare Maggie — The Cotter's Saturday 
Night — To a Mouse — Epistle to Davie — The 
Lament — Despondency, an Ode — Man was 
Made fo Mourn — Winter, a Dirge — A Praj-er 
in the Prospect of Death — To a Mounlain Daisy 
— To Kuin — Epistle to a Young Friend — On 
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a &eotcL B^l•d gone to tlie We^t Indies — A Ded- 
ication to G**** jj *******, Esq, — To a Louse 

— Epistle to J. L******, an old Scots Bard — 
To the Same ~ Epistle to W. S*»»**», Ochil- 
tree — Epistle to J, R**«**» — Song, " It was 
upon a Lammas Night " — Song, " Now Westlin' 
"Winds" — Song, "From thee, Elizu, I must go" 

— The Farewell to the Brethren of St. James's 
lodge, Torbolton — Epitaphs and Epigrams — A 
Bard's Epitaph. 

It was introduced by the following preface ; — ] 

" The following trifles are not the productioD 
of the poet, who, with all the advantages of 
learned art, and perhaps amid the elegances and 
idlenesses of upper life, looks down for a rural 
theme, with an eye to Theocritus or Vii^il. To 
the author of this, these and other celebrated 
names, their countrymen, are, in their original 
languages, a fountain shut up, and a hook seeded. 
Unacquainted with the necessary requisites for 
commencing poet by rule, he sings the sentiments 
and manners he felt and saw in himself and his 
rustic compeers around him, in his and their na- 
tive language. Though a rhymer from his eai-liest 
yeai-s, at least from the earliest impulses of the 
eofter passions, it was not till very lately that the 
applause, perhaps the partiality, of friendship, wak- 
ened his vanity so far as to make him think any- 
thing of his worth shewing ; and none of the fol- 
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lowing works were ever composed with a view to 
the press. To amuse himself with the liltle cre- 
ations of his own fancy, amid the toil and fatigues 
of a laborious life ; to transcribe the various feel- 
ings, the loves, the griefs, the hopes, the feai's id 
bis own breast ; to find some kind of counterpoise 
to the struggles of a world, always an alien scene, 
a task uncoutli to the poetical mind — these were 
his motives for couiling the Muses, and in these 
he found poetry to be its own reward. 

" Now tliat he appears in the public character 
of an author, he does it with fear and trembling. 
So dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even 
he, an obscure, nameless bard, shrinks aghast at 
the thought of being branded as — an impertinent 
blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on (he world ; 
and because he can mike a bhifl to jingle a few 
doggerel Scotch rhymes together looks upon him 
self as a poet of no aniiU consequencf for ojth ' 

" It is an observation of that celebrated poet ' 
whose divine ele^es do honour to oui language 
our nation, and our specie tl at Humihfj has 
depressed many a genius to a hermit but never 
raised one to fame ! If anj critic citches at the 
word genius, the author tells hini once for all 
that he certainly looks upon him'<elf as po =esaed 
of some poetic abililies otheiwi e his publi ling 
in the manner he has d ne would be •) 
below the worst clianctci wlich 1 h 
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worst enemy will ever give him. But to the 
genius of a Earasay, or tlie glorious dawnings of 
the poor, unfortunale Fergusaon, he, with equal 
unaffected sincerity, declares that, even in hia 
highest pulse of vanity, Le lias not the most 
distant pretensions. These two justly-admired 
Scotch poets he has oflen had in his eye in the 
following pieces, but rather with a view to kindle 
at their flame, than for servile imitation. 

" To his subserihers the author returns his most 
sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a 
counter, but the heart- throbbing gratitude of the 
bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolence 
and friendship for gratifying him, if he deserves 
it, ill that dearest wish of every poetic bosom — 
to be distinguished. He begs his readers, partic- 
ularly the learned and the pohte, who may honour 
him with a perusal, that they will make every 
allowance for education and circumstances of life ; 
but if, after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, 
he shall stand convicted of dulnesa and nonsense, 
let him be done by as he would in that case do 
by others — let him be condemned, without mer- 
cy, to contempt and oblivion." 
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DEDICATION 
PREFIXED TO THE SECOND EDITION. 
[L 21st, 1787. 



To the UroblemLii and Geallemea of Ihe CdtiionUn Ema. 

Mt Lokds and Gentlemen. — A Scottish 
bard, proud of tha name, and whose higliest am- 
bition is to sing in his counfry's service — where 
shall he so properly look for palronagK aa to the 
illustrious names of his native land, those who 
bear the honours, and inherit the virtues, of their 
ancestors ? The poetic genius of my country 
found me, as the prophetic bard Ehjah did 
Elisha, at the plough, and threw her inspiring 
mantle over me. She bade me sang the loves, 
the joys, Ihe rural scenes and rural pleasures of 
my native soil, in my native tongue. I tuned my 
wild, artless notes, aa she inspired. She whis- 
pered me to come to this ancient metropolis of 
Caledonia, and lay my songs under your hon- 
oured protection. I now obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do 
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not approach you, my Lords and Genlleaieii, in 
the usual style of dedication, to thank you for 
past favours ; that path is so hackneyed by pros- 
tituted learning, that honest rusticity is ashamed 
of it. Nor do I present this address with the 
venal soul of a servile author, looking for a con- 
tinuation of those favours : — 1 was hred to the 
plough, and am independent. I come to claim the 
common Scottish name with you, my illustrious 
countrymen, and to tell ihe world that I glory in 
lie title. I come to congratulate my country that 
the hlood of lier ancient heroes still runs uncon- 
taminated ; and that from your courage, knowl- 
edge, and public spirit, she may expect protection, 
wealth, and liberty. In the last place, I come to 
proffer my warmest wishes to the great fountain 
of honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for your 
welfare and happiness. 

"When you go forth to waken the echoes, in the 
ancient and favourite amusement of your fore- 
fathers, may pleasure ever be of your party, and 
may social joy await your return ! When har- 
assed in courts or camps with the justlings of bad 
men and bad measures, may the honest conscious- 
ness of injured worth atfend your return fo your 
native seats — and may domestic happiness, with 
a smiling welcome, meet you at your gates 1 
May corruption shrink at your kindling indignant 
glance ; and may tyranny in the ruler, and licen- 
tiousness in the people, equally find you an inex- 
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orable foe ! I have the honour to be, with the 
sincerest gratitude and highest respect, my Lords 
and Gentlemen, your most devotr.d, humble ser- 
vant, 

ROBEET BtJKNS. 
Edimboboh, ilh AprU, 1T87. 
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ROBERT BURNS. 

1759-1796. 



HANDSOME NELL. 

TuKE — lama ifan Utimarried. 

" This kind of lile — the cheerless gloom of a her- 
mit, with the unceasing moi! of a, galley-slave — 
brought me to my fjxfeenth year ; a little before 
which period I first committed the sin of rhyme. Ton 
know our country custom of coupling a man and 
woman together as partners in the labors of harvest. 
In my fifteenth autumn, my partner was a bewitching 
creature, a year younger than myselE My scarcity 
of English denies me the power of doing her justice in 
that language ; but you know the Scottish idiom — she 

was a ftonme, 3H.'««i, sonsie ?(!ss Among her other 

love-inspiring qualities she sang sweetly; and it was 
her favourite reel to which I attempted giving an em- 
bodied vehicle in rhyme. I was not so presumptuous 
as to imagine that I could make verses like printed 
ones, composed by men who had Greek and Latin ; 
but my girl sang a song which was said to be composed 
by a small country laird's son on one of his father's 
m^ds, with whom he was in love, and I saw no reason 
why I might not rhyme as well as he ; for, excepting 
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liat he could smear slieep and cast peats, liia father 
living in the moorlands, he had no more scholar-craft 
that! myself." — Bukns's AutoUography. 



Oh once I loved a bonnJe lass, 

Ay, and I love her stilt ; 
And wbilat that honour warms my breast, 

I'll love my handsome Nell. 

As bonnie lasses I ha« seen. 

And mony full as braw ; well dreaa 

But for a modest, gracefu' mien, 

The like I never savir. 

A bonnie lass, I will confess, 

Is pleasant to the ee, 
But without some better qualities. 

She's no the lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet. 

And, what is best of a'. 
Her reputation is complete, 

And fair without a flaw.' 



But Nelly's looks are blilhe and Bwee 
Good-humonred, frank, and free ; 

And still thfl more I view them o'er, 
The more thaj captive mo. 
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Sh d ye sae clean and neat, 

B h d nt and genteel ; 
And th n th e's something in her gait 

G ny d ess look weel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heart; 

But it's innocence and modesty 
That polishes the dart. 

Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 
Tis this enchants my soul ; 

For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without control. 



I DREAMED I LAY. 

It is difficult to ascertain from Burns'a own state- 
ments, even with the aid of liis brother's and sister's, 
the order of such early attempts at rhyme as have 
been preserved. In arranging them here, I cannot 
profess to have attained more than an approximation 
to accuracy. There is one little song, which he says 
he composed at seventeen ; from its style, and from its 
resemblance both in ideas and expressions to Mrs. 
Cockburn's ' Flowers of the Forest,' which was pub- 
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liahed in a eollecition (The Lark) p 

it certainly may be ranked as ooefof his earliest ef- 

I DREAMED T lay where flowers were springing 

Gaily in the sunny beam ; 
Listening to the wild birds singing. 

By a falling, crystal stream : 
Straight Ihe sky grew black and daring ; 

Through the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warring, 

O'er the swelling drumlie wave. tronbied 

Such was my life's deceitful morning, 

Such the pleasure 1 enjoyed ; 
But lang or noon, loud tempests storming, iiv 

A' my flowery bliss destroyed. 
Though ficlile Fortune has deceived me, — 

She promised fair, and performed but ill ; 
Of mony a joy and hope bereaved me ; — • 

I bear a heart shall support me still. 



Lang or noon loud tempesfa stonning. — Saras. 

Loud tempests storming before parting day. — jtfi-s. C. 

Swelling drumliB wave. — BiiniE. 

Grow drumlie nnd darlc. — Mri. C- 

Though fickle Fortune has deceived rae, — Eumi. 

fickle Fortune, why this cruel sporting ? — Mra. C. 

1 bear a heart shall support me still.— Bmvis. 

Thy ftowns cannot fear me, thy smiles cannot cheer re 
Mri. C. 
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MY NANNIE, O. 

Tltne— % jVonnic, O. 

The love aflalra of the Scottish peasanlry were, 
in those days, and in some measure are still, conducted 
in what appears a singular manner. The young far- 
mer or ploughman, alter his day of exhausting toil, 
would proceed to the home of his mistress, one, two, 
three, or more miles distant, there signal her to the 
door, and ihcn the pair would seat themselves in the 
bam for an hour or two's conversation. It was a 
primitive fashion, owing its origin prohably to the lim- 
ited domestic accommodafions of eai'ly tjmes, and fa- 
thers and mothers appear to have found no occa^on 

" I th p ■ h f 

h d b m d 

of courtship himself, and helpe 1 h m 1 rt 

ships of others A survi p f h 

poet in these early days, says th h mp d so 
on almost every tolerable-look lass h p h 
and finally one in which they w 11 1 d d 

The Nannie of this song wa d tr lb 

Bums, one Agnes Fleming, a f d hte 

Torbolton parish; according Mrs B P y 

Thomson of Kirkoswald. 

Behind yon hills where Stinsiar flows,* 
'Mang moors and mosses many, 0, 
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The wintry ann the day has closed, 
Aad I'll awa' to Nannie, O. 

The westlin wind blaws loud and shiJl ; shiiii 
The night's baith mirk and rainy, ; 

But I'll get my plaid, and out I'll steal, 
And owre the hills to Nannie, O. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, and young, 

Nae artfii' wiles to win ye, : 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile ray Nannie, ! 

Her face is fair, her heart is true, 

As spotless as she's honny, O : 
The opening gowan, wet wi' dew, tWsj 

Nae purer is than Nannie, 0. 

A country lad is my degree, 

And few thei-e be that ken me, ; 

But what cara I how few they be? 
Pm welcome aye to Nannie, 0. 

My riches a's my penny-fee, >fages 

And I maun guide it canny, ; carefuiij 

But warl's gear ne'er troubles me, norii's wMith 
My thoughts are a' — mj Nannie, 0. 

a muue thought to be more euphonious, but which is othec- 
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Our auld guidman delighfs to- view 
His sheep and kye thrive honny, O ; 

But Tin as bhthe that hauds his pleugh, 
And has nae care but Nannie, O. 

Come weel, come wo, I care nae by, 
I'll tak what Heaven will send me, O 

Nae ither care in life have I, 
But live and love my Nannie, 0. 



IIBCIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 

Tune — /nvercuKWs Ruel 

Olhar songs of (he period are of a humoroas 
oast, stiowing that the coarse of the poet's loves Aid. 
not always run qaite smooth. It was in the following 
doughty strain that he addressed a neighboring maid- 
en, who chose to consider herself aa somewhat too 
good for him. 

Tibbie, I hae seen the day 

Ye wad na been sae aby ; 
For lack o' gear ye hghtly me, siighi 

But, trowth, I care na by. ai-jut it 

Yestreen I met you on the moor, i^iev" 

Te spak na, but gaed by like stoure ; a«5t 

Te geek at me because I'm poor, mock 

But fient a hair care I. deuce 
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TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DA.Y. 

I doubt Da, l&ss, but ye may think, 
Because ye hae the name o' ehnk. 
That ye can please me at a wink, 
Whene'er jou like to try. 

But sorrow tak him that's sae mean, 
Altliough hia pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wba follows ony saucy quean, 
That looks sae praud and high. 

Allliough a lad were e'er sae smart, 
If that he want the yellow dirt, 
Te'O cast your head another airt, dii 

And answer him fu' dry. 

But if he hae the name o' gear, 
Ye'll fasten to him like a brier, 
Though hardly he, for sense or lear, le 
Bo better than the kye. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice, 
Tour daddie's gear maks you sae nice ; 
The doil a ane wad speeryour price, 
Were ye as poor as I. 

There lives a lass in yonder park, 
I would na gie her in her sark. 

For thee, wi' a' thy thousan' mark ; 
Ye need na look sae high. 
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THE TORBOLTON LASSES. 

The following off-hand verses can scarcely be 
considered as a song, and tliey are strikingly inferior 
to bis average efforts; yel, as expressive of a mood of 
his fcelinga regarding his fair neighbors in those days 
of simplicity, they appear not unworthy of preserva- 



Ip je gae up to yon hill-tap, 
Ye'll there see bonnie Peggy j 

She kens her father is a laird, 
And she forsootb's a leddy. 

There Sophy tight, a lassie bright. 
Besides a handsome fortune : 

Wlia canna win her in a night, 
Has litUe art in courting. 

Gae down by Faile, and taste the ale, 

And tak a look o' Mysie ; 
She's dour and din, a deil within, oi 

But ablins she may please ye. i 

If she be shy, her sister try, 

Te'll maybe fancy Jenny, 
If ye'll dispense wi' want o' sense — 

She kens hersel she's bonnie. 
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ROKALDS OF THE DENNAI.S. 

As ye gae up by yon hillside, 

Speer in for boiinie Bessy ; 
Slie'll gie ye a beck, and bid ye light, c 

And handsomely address ye. 

There's few sae bonnie, nane sae guid, 
In a' King George' dominion ; 

If ye should doubt the truth o' this — 
It's Bessy's ain opinion ! 



THE RONALDS OF THE BENNALS, 

It 3 rati B renarkalle that the jou ^ hard 
overlookB tl s catalogue of Ian lejg a group who 
were certa nl the predon na t belles of the 1 str et, 
see ng that they were not merelj good look ng gi Is, 
rather better educited than the To bolton s ste hood 
b t the ch Idrcn of a na of ons ierable subs an e. 
Eobe t and G Ibe t B ms we e both on nt n ate 
terms fh s Jam Ij Tl e latter at otie t me made 
tender ad anee wl ch were not desti ed to be a 
epted Eolert as t u p o d to vent reon a refusal 
Tl a appears f n a set of er^es much re mbl ng the 
la,t qu ted but mo e val able for the llu trat o they 
afford of the poet's feelings and circumstances at this 
early period." 

Ik Torbolton, ye ken, there are proper young 
And proper young lasses and a", man ; 
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But ken ye the Ronalds that live id the Bennals,^ 
They carry the gree frae them a', man. piim 

Their father's a laird, and weel he can spare't, 
Braid money to tocher them a', man, portion 

To proper young men, he'll clink in the hand 
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man. 

There's ane tJiey ca' Jean, PlI warrant ye've seen 

As honnie a iasa or as braw, man ; , 
But for sense and guid taste she'li yie wi' the 

And a conduct that beautifies a', man. 

The charms o' the min', the langer they shine, 
The mair admiration they draw, man ; 

While peaches and cherries, and roses and lilies, 
They fade and they wither awa, man. 

If ye be for Miss Jean, tak this frae a frien', 

A hint o' a rival or twa, man ; 
The Laiivi o' Blaekbyre wad gang through the 
tire. 

If that wad entice her awa, man. 

The Laird o' Braehead has been on his speed, 
For mair than a towmond or twa, tweivemonth 
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The Laird o' the Ford will sti-aught on a board, 
If he canna get her at a', man. 

Then Anna comes in, the pride o' her kin, 
The boast of our bachelors a', man : 

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete, ™mfi) 
She steals our a 



If I should detail the pick and the wale 

0' lasses that live here awa, man, 
Tiie fault wad he mine, if they didna shine, 

The sweelest and best o' them a', man, 

[ lo'e her niysel, but darena weel tell, 
My poverty keeps me in awe, man ; 

For making o' rhymes, and working at times, 
Does little or naetbing at a', man. 

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse, 
Nor hae't in her power to say na, man ; 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure, 
My stomach's as proud as them a', man. 

Ttiough I eanna ride in weel-booted pride. 
And flee o'er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can hand up my head wi' the best o' the breed, 
Though fluttering ever so braw, man. 

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o' the best, 
0' pairs o' guid breeks I hae twa, man, 
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And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps, 

My sarks they are few, bat five o' them new, shiru 
Twal' hundred,^ as white as the snaw, man, 

A ten shillings hat, a Holland cravat ; 
Thei-e are no mony poets sae braw, man. 

I never had frien's, weel stockit in means, 

To leave me a hundred or twa, man ; 
Nae weel-tochered aunls, to wait on tlioii 

drantS, long pnjen 

And wish them in hell for it a', roan. 

I never was canny for hoarding o' money, lody 
Or claughtin 't together at a', man ; catciiiui 

I've little to spend, and naething to lend, 
But deevil a shilling I awe, man. 



ON CESSNOCK BANKS.a 

TuKE — If he be a ButcJier neat and fi-m. 

About this time (1781) Boms had met a young 
woman possessing many highly agreeable qualities, 

1 A kind of cloth. 

2 This piece appeared for iht first (ima in Cromek's Rd- 
iqaes, the editor staling that he had recovered it " from the 
oral commnnication of a lady residing at Glasgow, whom the 
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though nithout any fortune " on whose hand he had 
eer ous vieivg Htr name was Elhaoii Begbie the 

laughter of a small farmer in the par sh ot Galston : 
she was now a lervant with a familj on the banks of 
the CessnoLk about two miles from the home of the 
Bur leases. Elli-ion was not at til a heantj but yet 
there was a fascination about her that made hei much 
lun after bj the joui^ men of the neighboihood. 
Her charms lay in the life and grcu:e of the mind ; in 
this respect she was so raueh superior to ordinary girls 
of her station, that Bums, in maturer years, after he 
h d se Ed b hid k wl d d to his fam- 

1) th t h w t all th w h h d ever seri- 

Ij dd ssed th m t lik Ij t have formed 

"r bl mp n f 1 f her he eom- 

pa.dhth II da fmil— a curious 

t r-fit btjt taig many ex- 



Ok Cessnock Banks there lives a lass ; 

Could 1 describe her shape and mien, 
The graces ot her weel-faured face, *6U-aT0K^ 

And the glaiiLing of her sparkling een ! 

bard in early life aftectionately admired." It seems not nn- 
likely that Ell son hereelt iiad grown into tliis lady. A copy 
printed from the poet i manuscript in Pickering's edition of 
his works ia considerably diflerent in one etania, preaenls on 
additional one, and eshibits a different concluding line to 

" An' she's twa sparkling roguish een." 
1 For icasona which are unknown, Ellison did not see tit to 
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She's fresher than the morning dawn 
When rising Phcebus first is seen, 

When dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

She's stately like yon youthful asli, 
That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And shoots its head above each bush ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

She's spotless as the flowering thorn, 
With flowers so white and leaves so green, 

When purest in the dewy mom ; 

And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

Her looks are like the sportive lamb, 
When floweiy May adorns the scene, 

That wantons round its bleating dam; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

Her hair is like the curling mist 

That shades the mountain-side at e'en. 

When flower-reviving rains are past ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

Her forehead's like the showery bow, 
Wlien shining sunbeams intervene, 

And gild the distant mountain's brow ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 
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Her voice is like the evening thrush 
That sings in Cessnack Banks unseen, 

While his mate sits nestliag in the bush ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe 

That sunny walls from Boreas screen ; 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep, 
With fleeces newly washeii clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een.^ 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossomed bean, 

When Phcebus sinks beneath the seas ; 
And she's twa glancing sparkling een. 



[Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem, 

The pride of all the flowery scene, 
Just opening on its thorny stem ; 

And she's twa sparkling roguish een.] * 

1 Variation in Pickering's copy : 

Her teeth nre like the nightly snow. 

While pale the morning rises keen^ 

While hid the murmuring streamlets flow; 

And she^a twa sparkling logulBh een. 

" The above is the additional ataiiia in Pickering's editii 
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But it's not her air, her form, her face, 
Though matching beauty's fabled queen, 

But the mind that shines in every grace. 
And chiefly in her sparkling een. 



WINTER, A DIRGE. 

Towards the end of 1781, Burns was suffering 
from a eevere nervous affeution attended with extreme 
hypochondria. It was probably at this time — a time 
which ho says he could not afterwards recall without 
a shudder — that he composed a series of poems ex- 
pressive of deep suffering, including his ■ ^Vinte^, a 
Dirge,' which he spoke of as the eldest of the pieces 
in his Edinbui^h edition. 

The winlry west extends his blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While, tumbling brown, the burn comes down, 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,' " 
The joyless winter day. 
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Let others fear, — lo me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul, 

My griefs it seems to join ; 
The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mine I 

Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty sclieme 

These woes of mine fulfil, 
Here firm I rest, — they must be best, 

Because they are Thy will ! 
Then all I want (oh, do Thou grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy Thou dost deny. 

Assist me lo resign ! 



In the same spirit, and imlucd expressive of the 
'ame idea, is 

A PRATER, 



Oh Thou great Being ! what Thou art 

Surpasses me to know : 
Yet sure I am, that known lo Thee 

Are all Thy works below. 

Thy creature here before Thee stands, 
All wretched and distrest ; 
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Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Objy Tiij high behest. 

Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
Oh free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death .' 

But if I must afflicted be. 
To suit some wise design, 

Then man my soul with firm resolvea 
To bear, and not repine ! 



FROM A MEMORANDUM BOOK. 

Oh why the deuce should I repine, 

And be an ill foreboder? 
I'm twenty-three, and five feet nine, 

I'll go and be a sodger I 

I gat some gear wi' mickle care, 

I held it weel thegither ; 
But now it's gane, and something mair — 

ni go and be a sodger ! 

Oh leave novels, ye Mauchline belles, 
Te're safer at your spinning-wheel ; 
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Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks like Rub Mossgiel. 

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hung, 
A heart that warmly seems to fee! ; 

That feeling heart but acta a part; 
Tis rakish art in Koh Mossgiei. . . . 



MY FATHER WAS A FARMER. 

Tune— The Weaver and ftis Shuttk. 0. 

My father was a farmer upon the Carrick 

border, O, 
And carefully he bred me in decency and 

order, O ; 
He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne'er 

a farthing, O ; 
For without an honest manly heart no man was 

worth regarding, 0. 

Then out into the world my course I did deter- 
mine, 0; 

Though to he rich was not my wish, yet to be 
great was charming, O : 
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My talents they were not tlie worst, nor yet my 
education, ; 

Resolved was I, iit least to try, to mend my situ- 
ation, 0. 



In many a way, and vain essay, I courted for- 
tune's favour, ; 

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frus- 
trate each endeavour, O. 

Sometimes -by foes I was o'erpowered, sometimes 
by friends forsaken, ; 

And when my hope was at the top, I still was 
worst mistaken, 0. 

Then sore harassed, and tired at last, with foi^ 

tune's vain delusion, O, 
I dropt ray schemes, like idle dreams, and came 

to this conclusion, : — 
The past was bad, and the future hid — its good 

or ill untried, ; 
But the present hour was in my power, and so I 

would enjoy it, O. 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I, nor person to 

befriend me, ; 
So I must toil, and sweat, and broil, and labor to 

sustain me, ; 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father 

bred me early, O ; 
For one, he said, to labor bred, was a match for 

fortune fairly, 0. 
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2'* MT FATHEK "W" A PAR Eli, [1782. 

Thu all ob cu e unk onn ad poor, through 

Ife Itn loomel o ander 
T 11 do n n J w ary 1 o e I hj n everlasting 

lumber 
No view nor ciire, but shim ivhate'er might breed 

I live lo-day as well's I may, regardless of to- 
morrow, 0. 

But cheerful still, I am as well as a monarch in a 

p^ace, 0, 
Though fortune's frown still hunts me down with 

all her wonted malice, : 
I make indeed my daily bread, but ne'er can 

make it further, ; 
But as daily bread is all I need, I do not ranch 

regard her, 0. 

When sometimes by my labor I earn a little 
money, O, 

Some unforeseen misfortune comes generally upon 
me, O: 

Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my good- 
natured folly, O r 

But come what will, I've aworn it still, I'll ne'er 
be melancholy, 0. 

All you who follow wealth and power with unre- 
mitting ardop, 0, 

The more in this you look for bliss, you leave 
your view the furlher, O : 
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POOR JIAILIE. 



Had you the wealth Fotosi boasts, or nations to 

adore you, O, 
A cheerful honest- hearted clown I will prefer 

before you, 0. 



THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF 

POOR MAILIE, THE AUTHOR'S 

ONLY PET YOWE: 



The folloming poem took its rise in a simple inci- 
dent thus related by Gilbert Burns. " He had, partly 
by way of frolic, bought a, ewe and two Iambs from s. 
neighbor, and she was tethered in a field adjoining 
the house at Lochiea. .He and I were going out with 
our teams, and our two younger brothers to drive for 
us, at mid-day, when Hugh Wilson, a curious-looking, 
awkward boy, clad in plaiding, came lo us with much 
ansiety in his face, with tlie information that the ewe 
had entangled herself in the tether, and was lying in 
the ditch. Robert was much tickled with Hughoc's 
appearance and posture on the occasion. Poor Mailie 
was set to rights; and when we returned from the 
plough in the evening, he repeated to mc her Death 
and Dying Words pretty much in the way they now 

As Mailie and her lambs thegither, 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, 
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24 POOR MAILIE. [17S3. 

Upon her cloot slie coost a hitch, ftnit— ifiop 

And owre she warsled in the ditch ; Biruggieti 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 

When Hughoc^ he cam doytin' by. naiking atup:ciiy 

Wi' glowering een and lifted hands, staring 

Poor Hughoc like a statue stands ; 

He saw lier days were near-hand ended. 

But, waes my heart ! he could na mend it. 

He gaped wide, but naething ?pak — 

At length poor Mailie silence brak. 

' Oh thou, whose lamentable face 
Appears lo mourn my woefu' case ! 
My dying words attentive hear. 
And bear them to ray master dear. 

' Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, mooc; 

bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair ! 
But ca' them out to park or hill, drive 

And let them wander at their will ; 
So may his flock increase, and grow 
To scores o' lambs, and packs o' woo' ! 

the poet's handwriting, possessed by Miss GracB Aibon, Ayr, 
a more deacriptive note in here given ; " Hughoc was an odd, 
glowrfln, gapin' callan, ahout three-fourths as wise aa other 
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JET. 24.] POOR SIAII.IE. 

' Tell him he was a master kin', 
And aye was guid to me and mine ; 
And now my dying charge I gie liim — 
My helpless lambs 1 trust them wi' him. 

' Oh, bid him save their harmless lives 
Prae dogs, and tods, and butchers' knives ! fl 
But gie them giiid cow-milk their flil. 
Till they be fit to fend themsel ; proyMe 

And tent them duly, e'en and morn, t 

Wi' (eats o' hay, and ripps o' corn. hand 

' And may they never learn the gaets » 

Of other vile, wanrestfu' pets ; resi 

To slink through slaps, and reave and steal i 
At stacks o' peas, or stocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great forbears, ancca 
For mony a year come through the shears : 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
And bairns greet for them when they're dead. 

'My poor toop-lamb, my son and heir. 
Oh, bid him breed him up wi' care ; 
And if he live to be a beast. 
To pit some bavins in bis breast ! nun 

' And warn hira, what I wini.a name. 
To slay content wi' yowes at hame ; 
And no to rin and wear his cloots, h 

Like ither menseless, graceless brutes. sais 
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26 I'OOK maihe's elegy. [ 

' And neist my yowje, silly thing, 
Gude keep thee frae a tether string ; 
Oil, may thou ne'er forgather up enci 

Wi' ony blastit, moorland toop, 
But aye keep mind to moop and mell mump— aa 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thyseL 

' And now, my baims, wi' my last breath 
I lea'e my blesstn' wi' you bailh: 
And when you think upo' your mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither. 

' Now, honest Ilughoc, dinna fail 
To tell my master a' my tale ; 
And bid him burn his cursed tether, 
And, for thy pains, thou's get my blether,' 

This said, poor Mailie turned her head, 
And closed her een amang the dead. 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close. 

Past a' remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane of his woes — 

Poor Mailie'a dead ! 
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BT. 24.] POOR MAILIe'S ILLLGY. 

It's no the loss o' wai-i's gear, 

That could sae bitter draw the tear, 

Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear ™ 

Tlie mourniDg weed ; 
He's lost a friend and neibor dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

Through a' the tpun she trotted by him j 
A lang half-mile she could deseiy him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy him, 

She ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair faifhfu' ne'er cam nigh him 

Than Mailie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o' sense. 

And could behave hersel wi' mense ; dii 

I'll say't she never brak a fence, 

Through thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps ihe spenco inn' 

Sin' Mailie's dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howe, 
Her living image in her yowe. 
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, 

For bits o' bread ; 
And down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 

She was nae get o' moorland tips, 

Wi' tawted ket, and hairy hips, mitte 
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;8 POOR mailie's elegy. 

For her forbears were brought in ships 
Frae joiit the Tweed : 

A bonnier fleesh ne'er crossed the clips 
Than Maiiie dead.^ 

Wae worth tlie man wha first did sliape 
That vile, wanehaneie thing a rape ! > 
It makes g 1 fellows f, -n ind gape, 

W chok d ead ; 
And Robi bon ei a e 'i' crape, 

1 o Ma 1 e dead 

Oh a' ye bards on bonnie Doon ! 
And wha on Ayr your chanters tune ! 
Come, join the melancholions croon 

0' Robin's reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon — 

His Mailie's dead ! 

I Varialion in original MS. : — 



She was thi flower o' Fairly lamba, 

A tamoiis breed; 
Now Robin, greetin', chows the bams 

0' Maiiie dead. 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN— A BALLAD.! 

There were three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high ; 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

They took a plough and ploughed him down, 

Put clods upon his head ; 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath, 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

But the cheerful spi-ing came kindly on, 

And showers began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again, 

And sore surprised them all. 



The sultry suns of summer eame, 

And he grew thick and strong ; 
His head weel armed wi' pointed spears, 

That no one should him wrong. 

I This is an improvement upon an early song of probabl 
English origin, of which Mr. Robert Jameson hns given 
copy in his BaHruIi (2 vols. 8vo,), which he obtained from 
black-latter sheet in the Pepjs Library, Cambridge. 
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}0 JOHN 15A.KLHYCORN- 

The sober autumn entered mild, 
When he grew waa and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Shewed he began to lail. 

His colour sickened more and more, 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To shew their deadly rage. 

They've taen a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

Tliey laid him down upon his back. 
And cudgelled him full sore ; 

They hung him up before the slorm, 
And turned him o'er and o'er. 

They fliled up a darksome pit 

With water lo the brim ; 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor 

To work him further wo ; 
And still, as signs of life appeared, 

Tliey tossed iiim to and fro. 
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«T. 24.] JOHN BAKLEYCORN — A BALLAD. 

They wasled o'er a scorcliing flame 

The roarrow of hia bones ; 
But a miller used him worst of all, 

For he crushed him 'tween two stones. 

And they hae laen his very heart's blood, 
And drunk it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank, 
Their joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold, 

Of noble enterprise; 
For if you do but laste his blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise. 

'Twill make a man forget his wo ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy ; 
'Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Though the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barieyconi, 

Each man a glass in hand ; 
And may his greul posterity 

Ne'er foil in old Scotland ! 
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MARY MORRISON. 



MARY MORRISON. 



The year 1783, and the early pai-t of 1784, wit- 
nesseil rarious love-affairs of the poet, of which we 
have but an obscure account. One of these is merely 
indicated in the beautiful song o! Mary Morrison. 

Oh Mary, at thy window be, 

It is the wished, the trysted hour ! 
Those smiles and glances let mp see, 

That make the miser's treasure poor i 
How blithely wad I bide the sfoiire, dust 

A weary slave frae sun to sun, 
Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Mary Morrison. 

Yestreen when to the trembling string. 

The dance gaed tlirough the lighted ha', 
To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard nor saw. 
Though this was fair, and that was braw, 

And yon the toast of a' the town, 
I sighed, and said amang them a' : 

' Ye are na Mary Morrison.' 

Oh Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
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r. 35.] THE RIGS ( 

Or canst thou break that heart of his, 
Whase only faut is loving thee ? 

If love for lo¥e thou wilt na gie, 
At least be pity fo me shown ; 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o' Mai'y Momson. 



THE EIGS 0' BARLEY. 

TcHE — Cln~n Rigs. 

It was upon a Lammas night, 

When corn rigs are bonnie, 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi' (entlcsa heed, 

Till 'tween (he late and early, 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed 

To see me through the barley. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still, 
The moon was shining clearly ; 

I set her down wi' right good will 
Amang the rigs o' barley ; 

I kent her heart was a' my ain ; 
I loved her most sincerely ; 
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I kissed her owre and owre again 
Amang the rigs o' barley, 

I locked her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarely : 
My blessings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly, 
She aye shall bless that happy night 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 

I hae been blithe wf comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drinkin' ; 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin' gear ; 

I hae been happy thinkin' : 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Though thi-ee times doubled fairly. 
That happy night was vforlh them a', 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 



Com rigs, and barley rigs. 
And corn rigs are bonnie : 

rU ne'er forget that happy night 
Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 
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MONTGOaERT S PECIGT. 



MONTGOMERY'S PEGGY. 

Tube— ffoii Water. 

Of a third dittj- we have also some parfieulara. 
It was a more Eerious and durable aSair than either 
of the preceding. The heroine was a young woman 
acting as a, superior servant in the house of Mr. Mont- 
gomery of Coilsfield ; hence she was called by Burns 
Montgomery's I'^gy. The poet's acquaintance with 
her commenced in the same way as that of the L^rd 
of Dumbiedykes with the lady whom he chose as his 
wite — that is, by their atting in the same seat in 
uhurch.t He himself l«lls us that he entered on a 
courtship, partly from a desirp to show his skill in the 
writing o(Mllets dotir — a kind of exercise in compo- 
gition, of the dangers ot whith he, as an unreflecting 
poet, was of course quite unawire B* and b(, as 
might have been expected he came to write of the 
damsel in a somewhat fLrvent strain When he at 
length began lo make serious demonstrations, heiound 
that fhe heart of Peggy had been for soine time en- 
gaged to another, and it cost him, as he teUe us, some 
heartaches to get quit of the affair. 

Although my bed were in yon muir 
Amang the heather, in my piaidie, 

Yet happy, happy would I be, 

Had I my dear Montgomery's Peggy. 

I These particulars are from Mrs. Begg. 
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When o'er the hill beat surly storms, 
And winter nights were dark and rainy, 

I'd seek some dell, and in my arms 
I'd shelter dear Montgomery's Peggj'. 

Were I a haron proud and high, 

And horse and servants waiting ready, 

Then a' 'tsvad gie o' joy to me, 

The sharin't with Montgomery's Peggy. 



SONG COMPOSED W AUGUST. 

Tune — I hail a hone, I had «ae mair. 

The Peggy of the following song (which belongs 
apparently to the year 1784) was, according to Burns's 
faster, Margaret Thomson, who had some years be- 
fore been the object of a blazing passion, while Burns 
was at school at Kirkoswald. 

Now westlin winds and slauglit'ring gmis 

Bring autumn's pleasant weather; 
The moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 

Amang the blooming heather. 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon shines briglit, when I rove at night 

To muse upon my charmer. 
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^T. 26.] HOSG C031P0Si;d is august. 

The partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The vroodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The soaring hern the fountains; 
Through lofty groves the cushat iDves, v 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hazel-bush o'erhangs the thrush, 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Thus every kind their pleasure find, 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander ; 
Avaunt, away ! the cruel sway. 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murdering cry. 

The fluttering gory pinion. 

But Peggy, dear, the evening's clear, 

Thick flies the skimming swallow; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All fading-^;reen and yellow : 
Come, let us stray our gladsome way, 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn, 

And every happy creature. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 
Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
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IKSCRII'TIOK FOB WILLIAM BDRNESS. [ 

I'll gi'asp thy waist, and fondly prest, 
Swear how I love thee dearly : 

Not vernal showera to hudding flowera, 
Not autumn to the farmer, 

So dear can be as thou to me, 
My fair, my lovely chatmer ! ' 



INSCRIPTION ON THE TOMBSTONE OF 
WILLIAM BURNESS. 

Oh ye whose clieek the tear of pity stains. 
Draw near with pious rev'renee and attend ! 

Here lie the loving husband's dear remains. 
The tender father, and the gen'rous friend. 

' Mrs. Begg remeinbera, about iJie time of her tirother's at- 
btchmeut lr> Jean Armour, eeeing this song freshlj written 
out amongst his papers, with the name "Jeanie" instead of 
"Peggy," and the word "Armour" instead of "channer," at 
the end of the first and flflh 'rerses. She therefore suBpects 
that the poet has, throngh inadvertency, made a mistake in 
assigning this song to Miss Thomson. The preeent editor 
has not deemed himself jastided on such a ground to reject so 
direct a statement of the poet himself Perh^is he may have 
wiitten the song for Miss Thomson, and only temporarily de- 
throned her name* for tlie eake of a newer love. It eeems 
next to impossible that Burns could have ever publislied the 
eong nith a change so calculated to debase its poetical value 
as the substitution of ■' Armour " for " charmer." 
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J:r. as.] PRAYER IN PROSPECT OF DEATH. 39 

The pitying heart that felt for human wo ; 

The dauntless heart that feared no human 
pride; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

" For even his failings leaned to virtue's side." * 



A PRAYER m THE PROSPECT OF 
DEATH. 

In the course of the summer 1784, the health of 
the poet gave way to a serious extent. The move- 
ments of the heart were affected, and he hecame lia- 
ble to fainting fits, particularly in the night-lime. The 
youthful bard, feeling that death hovered over him, 
and rtflecting with compunction on the errorg partly- 
involved in the cause of his malady, was for a time 
under very senous impreasions. He at this time 
wrote what he calls in his Commonplace-book " a 
PrajeV when fainting fits and other alarming symp- 
toms of a pleurisy, or some other dangerous disorder 
which still threatens me, first put nature on the 
alarm." It was subsequently published under the 
more simple title of A Prayer in the Pwipect of 
Death. 

On thou unknown. Almighty Cause 
Of all my hope and fear ! 
1 Goldsmitli. 
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IS PROSPECT OF DEATH, {13 

In whose dread presence, ere an hour, 
Perhaps I must appear ! 

If I have wandered in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun, 
As something, loudly, in my breast. 

Remonstrates I have done ; 

Thou know'st that TLou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And listening to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where human weakness has come short, 

Or frailty slept aside, 
Do thou, All-good ! — for such thou art, — 

In shades of darkness hide. 

Where with intention I have erred. 

No other plea I have, 
But, Thou art good ; and goodness stiU 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS OH THE SAME OCCASION. 

Whi am I loth to leave this earthly scene 
Have I so found it full of p 
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Some drops of joy with draughts of ill be- 
tween : 
Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing 
storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark ahode? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrora are in arms ; 
I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 



Fain would I say, " Foi^re my foul offence ! " 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But should my Author health again dispense, 

Again I migbt desert fair Virtue's way : 
Again in Folly's path might go asli-ay ; 

Again exalt the brute, and sink the roan ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's 

Who sin so oft have mourned, yet lo fempta- 



Oh Thou, great Governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to 
blow. 

Or still the tumult of the raging sea ; 
With that conti-olling power assist even me 

Those headlong furious passions to confine ; 
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THE FIRST PSALM. 



For all unlit I feel my powers to be, 
To rule their forrent in the allowed line ; 
Oh, aid me with Thy help, OmnipoCenee Di- 



THE FIRST PSALM. 

To the same period I am disposed to refer 
translations of psalms, which appeared in the E< 
bnrgh edition of his poems. 

The man, in life wherever placed, 

Hath happiness in store, 
Who walks not in the wicked's way, 
!Nor iearns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casta forth his eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God. 

That man shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 



1 In Mr. DiofB MS. is apparently an ear 


lier copy of this 




e of deeper con- 


Iriiion than what here appears. After " Aga 


in I might desert 


fair Virtue's way," comes, " Again \>y passi 


on n-ouM be led 


aatmy," The second line of the last stanz 


;a is, "If one 90 


black with crimes dare on (hee call." 
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But he whose blossom buda in guilt, 
Shall to the ground, be cast. 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why? that God the good adore 
Hath given them peace and lest, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 



Oh Thou, the first, the greatest friend 

Of ail the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their slay and dwelling-place I 

Before the mountains heaved their heads 

Beneath thy forming hand. 
Before this ponderous globe itself 

Arose at Thy c 



That Power which raised and stiil upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, unbeginning time. 

Was ever stiil the same. 



.^hyGooglc 



a EPISTLU TO JOHN EANKINE. 

Those mighty periods of years 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Appear no more before Thy sight 

Than yesterday that's past. 

Thou giv'st the word: Thy creature ma 

Is to existence brooght; 
Again Thou say'st : " Ye sons of men, 

EteturD ye into nought ! " 

Thou layest them witli aLl their cares 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood Thou lak'st item off, 

With overwhehning sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flower. 

In beauty's pride arrayed ; 
But long ere night, cut down, it lies 

All withered and decayed. 



EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE. 

Rankine was a prince of boon-oonipaniong, and 
mingled a good deal in the society of the neighboring 
gentry, but was too free a liver to be on good terras 
with the stricter order of tlie clergy. Burns and ha 
had taken to each other, no doubt in consequence of 
their community of feeling and thinking on many 
points. 
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J:T. 28,] EPISTI.B TO JOHN RANKISE. 45 

Eankine had amused tlio fanty of Buma by a trick 
wl ch he plaj ud otf i pon a gaeit of r a d professions, 
whi h PD 1 ng u maLii g the boly man thorougblj 

Oh rough rude, ready witted Rankine, 

The wile o cocka for fun ind Ini kin' ! ehoitB 

rieres monj godly folks aietlinkia', 

"iour dream* ind Incks 
"Wdl qend 'lou Korah like a iiikin', 

Slrni^It to Auld 2.icks. 

Te Ine s'ie mony li ick= and cant=, 
And in your nicked diurken ianta 
\e mik a dei 1 o the aiunU 

And fill 11 em fod 
Anl th n th i f 1 1 ig= flan ind wants, 

Ail 1 seen tl rough 

Hypociiiy in mercj spari- it 

That toly rohe oh diuni tew it' 

Spire t tor their I'^kea wha afltn wear it, 

The lads in black i 
But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives't aff their back. Tears 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye're skaithing : harming 
It's just the blue-gown badge and claithing ^ 

J Allnding to a blue imiform and liadge worn by a select 
nnmber of privileged beggars in Scotland, usually called 
King's Bedesmen. Edje Ochittiee, in ths AsHquary, is an 
example of the corps. 
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O' sa nt Idk thai je lea Ic 

To ken (! ei by 
Frae ony nrege erate li a hen 

L ke J or I 

I've ent o hee on^ ilym „ ai 
A' tl t I birga aed fo anl mir 
Sae, ha je lae an ho r to spare 

I 11 expect 
Yon 1 gi jell t 1 ca y ire 

And no neglect 

Thoigh fa h sa-i heat h* I to n 
Mj mu e do a Ij p e 1 her v 
I've pUyed my el bo n e p ing 

And d n 1 my fill, 
I'd better gae 1 t 1 king 

At Bu k HU 

'Twis a nij.ht lately in my fan, 

I gied 1 roving m the gun 

Anl brought a paitntk to the grun 

A bonnie hen, 
Anl IS the twilight wa begun 

Thought nane wad kpn 

The poor wee thing was httle hmt 
I straikit it a wee for aport 
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jcr. 26.] 

Nu'er thinking ihey wad fash me foi-'t; 

But deil-ma-parti ! 
Sonmbody telis the poach pr-court 

The hale affair. 

Some auM used hands had laen a note 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

I scorned to lie ; 
So gat the whistle o' my groat, 

And pay't the fee. . . . 

As soon's the clocking-time is hy, 
And the wee pouts begun to cry, 
L — , I'se hae sporlin' by and by, 

For my gowd guinea, 
Though I should hunt the buckskin kje 

For't in Virginia, . . . 

It puts me aye a» mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhymn and wnte nae mair; 
But pennyworths again is fair, 

When time's expedient ; 
Meanwhile I am, respected air. 

Your most obedient. 
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48 GHEEN GROW THE KASUE3. [1734. 



fREEN GROW THE R VbHES. 

— Rsh 

Th h b f ry hand, 

I J I 1 p 

Wl t fi tl It m 

A d tw f th 1 



P th h 

G g I n.1 

T! t 1 tl t I pend 

A p t m th 1 0. 

Tl w ly ra m y h 1 wcruij 

Ad h tUmyflytlniO; 

A 1 th h t la.t tl y t 1 th i fast, 

Th hearts n nj y th m, 0. 

G y h t iiippy 

My m bo my ] O 

A d Ij d Ij n 

M y <m p It Wpsy.lar>T 

F 3 1 J t h , graT. 

■i hi 1 a^ 0: 

Tl t h 1 

H d ij 1 d 1 1 sse 
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ET. 26.] THE CLRF POT ALI CARr 

Auld Nature swears Ibe lovely dears 
Her noblest w ork she classt" , O : 

Her 'prentice hand he tned o i rain, 
And then ho mid the h e O.' 



THE CURE FOR ALL CARE. 

T USE —Prepare, my dear Srelkrea, to the Tawm kt'ljfy. 

Burns had joined a fraternity of freemasons who 

met in a small public-house in the village of Torbol- 

ton. His generous and sotial lemper disposed him to 

' In this song Bnms made an improvement upon an an- 
(deot homely ditty tn the same air. It has been pointed 
out !hat thB last admirable verse is formed upon a conceit, 
which was put into print long before tlie days of Bums, in a 
comedy entided Cv/ntfi Whirligig, piililiahed in 1607- The 
passage in tlie eomedy is au apostrophe fo the female sex, as 
follows : — 

" Oh womaa 

Were made before ye, Ehould we not love and 
Admire ye as the last, and therefore parfeet'st work 
Of Nature ? Man was made when Nature was 
But an apprentice, but woman when she 
WasaskilfulmistreBBofherart." 
It might be presumed that Bums had no ehance of see- 
ing the old play; but it appears that the passage has been 
IrauBferted into a book which was not very scarce in his 
time — namely. The Brim 3I«se,a CoBecdm of Thoughts, 
by Thtnnos Saymard, Gent, i vols. London, 1T38. 
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50 THE CURE FOR ALL CARK. [1784. 

take a warm part in their festive proceedings ; and his 
witty intelligent conversation made him speedily as- 
cend to a leading-place in the lodge. Any baecha- 
nalianism which appears in his verses was not from, the 
h h «a m to J hj II 

H hremlhlt mdmf 

zed m se m 

N h hman am I f lit t 

N t t ro n Id t jl t t flgh 

N h fh con a 

F b b II d bottl h hi f y care 

Thp Id ylg 1 hbw 

I 1 p i_ t h gh so 1 w 

B 1 b f ood f 11 1 k th th t 



Here passes the squire on his brother — his 

There centum per centum, the eit with his 

purse; 
But see you The Crown, how it waves in the 

There a big-bellied bottle still eases my care. 

The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 
For sweet consolation lo church I did fly ; 
I found that old SolomoQ proved it fair. 
That a big-bellied bottle's a cure for aU care. 
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.ET 26] FROM THE COMJIONPLACE-BOOK. 5 

I once was persuaded a veiilure to maki: ; 
A letter informed me tliat all was to wre::k ; 
But the pui'sy old landlord just waddled u 

stairs. 
With a glorious bottle that ended my eares. 

' Life'a eares, they are eomforts ' ^ — a masii 

laid down 
By the bai'd, what d'j'e call him, that wore tl 

black gown ; 
And, faith, I agree with th' old prig to a iiaii 
For a big-hellied bottle's a heaven of care. 



ADDED IN A MASON LODGE. 

Then fill up a bumper, and make it o'erflow. 
And honors masonic prepare for to throw; 
May every true brother of t!i' compass and 

square 
Have a big-bellied bottle when harassed with 



» THOUGH CRUEL FATE SHOULD BID CS 
PART." 

The four pieces which follow are extracted from 
Buros's Commonplace-Book. They are inserted be- 
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52 FKOM THE COMMONPLACE-BOOK, [1784 

Lween entries for May and August [1784?], but pos- 
iihly may be the production of a period somewhat 



Though cruel Fate should hid us part. 

As far's the Pole and Line, 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly ( 



Though mountains frown and deaerts howl, 

And oceans roar between ; 
Yet, dearei' than my deathless soul, 

I still would love my Jeati,^ 



OuF. night aa I did wander, 

When corn begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder, 

Upon an auld tree-root. 

Auld Ayr ran by before me, 

And bickered to the seas, raced 

A cushat orooded o'er me, wooa-pigeon 

That echoed through the braes. 

The alluaion is to Jean Armour, afterwards the wife of 
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TUNI 


'-D/mi'jDn 


,-k. 


Thekb was 


a lad 


was. born i 


" Kyle, 


But whatna 


dayo- 


whatna style, 


I Jnubt it's 


hardly 


worth my 


■while 


To be sa 


e nica ' 


wi- Robin. 




Eobin 


was a 1 


'oyin' boy, 




Eantin' rovi 


ti', rantiu' 


rovin' ; 


Kobin 


was a 1 


rovin- boy, 




Ran tin' rovi 


:n' Robin! 





Our monarch's hindmost year but ane 
Was five-and-tweniy days begun, 
'Twas then a blast o' Janwar* win' 
Blew handsel ' in on Robin. 

The gossip keekit in his loof, peeped— psua 

Quo' scho, wha hyes will see the proof, 

This waly boy will be nae coof; gooaij— fboi 
I think well ca' him Robin. 

He'll hae misfortunes great and sma'. 
But aye a heart aboon them a' ; 
He'll be a credit till us a'; 
We'll a' be proud o' Eobin. 

1 A gift for a partionlar season, or the first money received 
uu any particular occasion. 
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6i ON THE DEATH OP ROBERT RUISSEAUX. [I'S 

But sure as three limes three mak nine, 

I see by iJka score und line, 

This chap will dearly like our kin'. 

So lecae me on thee, Robin.' bicBsini 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT 
RUISSFAUX" 



Nor 


Kibn le 




la 1 


Hell 


„ Ible hyn 




r n» 


Cauld 


p very 




gry 




N e m 




hall f 


No 


oil f 




c U 



To 1 he ru h y elJom fi h t him, troubled 
Ex ep he moment tha hey cru li t him ; 
Fo sune as cha ce o ta e had 1 u h't 'em, 

Though eer ae short, 
Tl en a j m o a ^ he lash t 'em, 

And hou^b t spo 

1 It has been said, bnt upon do good authority lliat I am 
aware of, thot tliera waa some foundation ill fact for iMs tala 
of a gossip — a wayfaring woman, wlio chanced to be present 
at the poet'9 birth, — having actually announced some such 
prophecies respecting the in^mt placed in her araie. Some 
similar circumBtances attended the bicth of Mirabeau. 

^ BiuBseaux, Fr. for rivulets, a translation of his own name. 
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Though ho was breil to kiiitra wark, coumrj 
And counted was baith wight and stark, sturdy 
Yet that was aever Robin's mark 

To mak a man ; 
But t«ll him, lie was learned and ckrk, 

Te roosed him than ! praiici 



THE BELLES OF MAUCHLINE. 

In M h!" th 1 11 ■ p [ y 
bell 

Th p d t h pi i hb 

I d 
Th g d d 1. 

g 

I L P h d g 

M M 11 & KIi^s M k1 d d 

MShhl dMiliy 



s the jewel tor me o' them a'. 



WHEN FIKST I CAME TO STEWART 
KYLE. 

Tvue— I had a &rie, Ihadnaemoir. 
When first I came to Stewart Kyle, 
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[1784, 

"Where'er I gaed, where'er I rade, 
A mistress still I had aye. 

But when I came roun' by Mauchline toun, 

Not dreadin' anybody, 
My heart was caught before I thought, 

And by a Mauchline lady. 



Thokgh fii,kle toilunp has decsHed mp. 
She promised fair, and performed but ill , 

Of mistre-s, fnends, and wealth here-** ed me, 
Yet I bear a heart ahall -upport me still 

I'll act with prudence as far a I'm able, 
But if sucte'-'- I mu'st neier hnd. 

Then come misfortune, I bid thee welcome, 
rii meet thee with an andaunied mmd ^ 

September 

1 "The aboio was aa ex-iempore, nnisr the pre =urp of 
heavy train of inislurtuues, which indeed thieut^ned to uni 
me ^together." — B. 
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EPISTLK TO DAVIE. 



Oh raging fortune's wiiliering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, ! 

Oh raging fortune's witheriag blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, ! 

My stem was fair, my bud was green. 
My blossom sweet did blow, ; 

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild, 
And made my branches grow, 0. 

But lackless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, 1 

But luckless fortune's northern storms 
laid a' my blossoms low, ! 



EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 



It w I th k m 1 M-i wh th 

t Ithrdlboh dlw dt 

th r^rd (k 1 ) d) tl t 1 p d t m th 
p pal p rt f th p tl I b 1 th first d 

fRbrt'bmg thw tartd th 
oc aai I w m h pi d th th p tl d 
salthml tp twldbarbg 

p ted — <j B 
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58 EPISTLE TO DAVIE. [1730. 

Tliia poem appears to hate been completed, as it 
□ow 'stands, in January 1 786, for a copy in the poet's 
handwriting exists in possession of Miss Grate Aiken, 
Ayr, bearing that date, and with the following moru 
ample title — An Epislk lo Davie, a Brother Poet, 
Loeer, Ploughman, and Fiddler. 



While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bar the doora wi' driving snaw, 

And bing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time, 
And spin a verse or two o' rhyme, 

In hamely wesllin' jingle. 
While frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben U) tlie chimla lug, in— 

I grudge a wee the great folk's gift, u 

That live sae bien and snug: ootoford 

I t«nt less, and want less n 

Their roomy fireside ; 
But hanker and canker 
To see their cursed pride. 

It's hardly in a body's power 

To keep, at times, frae being sour. 

To see how things are shared ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want. 
While coofs on countless thousands rani, i 

And ken na how to wair't; know— si 

But, Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head ; tm 

Though we hae little gear, wc 
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j:t. 2S.] epistle TO DATIE. 59 

Were fit to win our dailj biead 
As, lang fl e re h lie and her eound 

Maw spier ni nor fear n i ' ask 

Auld age ne ei m nd a feg fig 

TliL h t ot the iiir&t o t, 
Is only but to be^ 

To he iQ kilob and bams at e en 

T\ hen 1 anp are crazed and bluid la thin, 

la doubtless great distress ' 
let then content could nuke us bleat 
Even then sometime i\ed anit h i ta te 

(Jt trneat happine s 
The 1 one«t heart tli-it s free fne ^ 

Intended fnud or guile 
However fortune kick the b^ 
Has dje some cause to smik 
And mind still you 1! find still 

A comtort thi nae ma 
Nae miir then well care then 
]Sae fuihcr we ciu fa 

2 " The oM-rememberetl beggar, even in my own time, Ilka 
the baccoch, or travelling cripplt of Ireland, was expected to 
merit bis quartera by something beyond an exposition of his 
distresses. Be was often a lalkative, facetious fellow, prompt 
at repartee, and not withheld Irom esercising his power that 
way by any respect of persons, his patched doak giving him 
(he piivikge of the ancient jester. To be a guid crMk — 
that is, to possess talents for conversaliion — was esseutial to 
the trade of a ' puir body ' of the more esteemed class ; and 
Bums, who delighted m the amusement their discourses af- 
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60 EPISTLE TO DAVIE. [IT85. 

What though, like commoners of ah-, 
We wander out we know not where, 

Dut either house or hal' ? without— how 

Yet nature's charms, tlie hills and woods, 
The sweeping valea, and foaming iloods, 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the ground, 

And blackbirds whistle clear, 
With honest joy our hearts will bound 
To see the coming year : 

On braes when we please then, 

Well sit and sowth a tune ; con 

Syne rhyme till't, well time till't, 
And sing't when we hae dune. 

forded, seems to have looked forward with gloomy firmness 
to the poesibilit)' of himself liecoming, one day or other, a 
member of their itinerant aociety. In hia poetical works, it is 
allnded to so often as perhaps to indicate that lie considered 
the consummation as not utterly impossible. Thns, in the 
One dedication of hia works to Gavin Hamilton, he says: 
' And when I downa yoke a naig. 

Then, Lord be thaiikit, I can beg," 
Again, in his Epistle to Daae, a brother poet, ha stales that, 
in their closing career, 

' The last o't, the warst o't, 

la only bnt to beg.' 
And after having remarked, that 

When banes are crazed, and bluid is thin. 
Is duabtless great distress,' 
the bard reckons np, with true poetical spirit, that &ee en- 
joyment of the beauties of nature which might counterbal- 
ance the hardship and uncertainty of the life even of a men- 
dicant." Sin Waltke Scott — Notes to Antiquary, 
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It's no in titles nor in rank, 

It's no in wealth like Lon'on bank, 

To purcliaae peace and rest ; 
It's no in making muckie mair ; 
It's no in books ; it's no in lear, learning 

To mak us truly blest; 
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast, 
We may be wise, or rich, or great, 
But never can be blest ; 
Nae treasures nor pleasures 

Could make us happy lang; 
The heart aye's the part aye 
That makes us right or wrang. 

Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wlia drudge and drive through wet and dry, 

Wi' never-ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, we are less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way, obeerve 

As hardly worth their while? 

Alas ! how aflj in haughty mood, 

God's creatures they oppress ! 

Or else, neglecting a' that's guid. 

They riot ia excess ! 

Baith careless and fearless 

Of either heaven or hell ! 
Esteeming and deeming 
It's a' an idle tale ! 
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Then let us cheerfu' acquiesee ; 
Mor make our scaaty pleasures less, 

By pining at our stale ; 
And even should misfortunes fonie, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankfu' for them yet. And am 

They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oui-ael' ; 
They make us see the naked truth, 
The real guid and ill. 
Though losses and crosses 
Be lessons right severe, 
There's wit there, ye'll get there, 
Te'll find nae other where. 

But tent me, Davie, ace o' hearts ! wm 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes. 

And flatt'ry I detest) 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

And joys the very best. 
There's a' the pleasures o' the heart. 

The lover and the frien' ; 
Ye hae your Meg,^ your dearest part, 
Acd I my darling Jean ! 
It warms me, it charms me. 

To mention but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, "laa (ari 

And ficls me a' on flame! 

• Sillai's flame was a lasa named Margaret Orr, who had 



.^hyGooglc 



Oh all ye powers who rule above! 
Oh Thou whose leiy Sflf art lo^el 
Tliou know'st mj wordn sincerp ! 
The life-blood streaming through my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grjef 

Deprive my soul of rest. 

Her dear idea brings relief 

And solace to my breast. 

Thou Being, all-seeing. 

Oh hear my fervent prayer I 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care ! 

All hail, ye lender feelings dear! 
The smile of love, tlie friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow ! 
Long since, this world's thorny ways 
Had numbered out my weaiy days, 

Had it not been for you ! 

the charge of the children of Mrs. Stewart of Stair. Boms, 
HTcompanying his friend on a visit to Stair, ibund some other 
lasBES there vho were goiv! aiiigei-s, and comrauiiicitted to 
them some of his songs in manuscript. Chance threw one of 
these in the way of Mrs. Stewart, who, heing struck by its 
elegance and tendBmeaa, resolved to become acqn»nted with 
the author. Accordingly, on his nest visit to the house, he 
was asked to go into the dmHing-room to see Mrs. Stewart, 
who thus became the first friend he had above his own rani 
in hfe. It was not Uie fortune of ^^Meg" to become Mrs. 
SiUar. 
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Fat« still has bleat me with a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender stiil. 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean ! 

Oh how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin', rank and am 
file, 
Amaist before I ken ! 
Tlie ready measure rins as fine 
As Phosbus and the famous Nine 

Were glowcin' owre my pen. si 

My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

Till anco he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hilch, and slilt, and jimp, i 
And rin an unco fit : &t s gmi 

But lest then, the beast then 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and digbt now 

His sweaty, wizened hide. "it 
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!7.] DEATH AND I 



DEATH AND DR. HORNBOOK; 



In the seed-time ot 1785 — the date is from the poet's 
own authority — Bums attended a masonic meet' 
ing at Torbolton, when there chanced to be also pres- 
ent tbe schoohaaeter of the parish, a man with as 
poweriiil a self-esteem as the poet himself, though of a 
different kind, or manifested differently. This per- 
sonage, John Wilson by name, to eke out a scanty 
sabsistenee, as Gilbert tells us, "had set up a shop of 
grocery goods." Having accidentally fallen in with some 
medical books, and become most hobby-horsically at- 
tached to the study of medicine, he had added the 
sale of a few medicines to his little trade. He had got 
a ahop-Wtl printed, at the botloni of which, overlook- 
ing his own incapacity, he had advertised that "Ad- 
vice would be given in t;omnion disorders at the shop 
gratis." On this occasion he made a somewhat too 
ostentations display of his medical attainments. It is 
said that Bums and he had a dispute, in which the 
poor dominie brought forward his therapeutics some- 
what offensively. Be this as it may, in going home 
that night, Burns conceived, and partly composed, his 
poem of Death and Dr. Homhook. "These circum- 
stances," adds Gilbert, "he related when ha repeated 
the verses to me nest afternoon, as I was holding (he 
plough, and he was letting the water off the field be- 
side me." 
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61) DEATH AND DR. ItOKNlJOOK. [1785. 

This, ihen, as far as we can see, is, next to the 
Epistle lo Dame, the first considerable poem by Burns 
manifesting anything like the vigor which is charac- 
teristii' of his principal pieces. 



SOJIE books are lies frae end lo end, 
And some great lies were never penned : 
Ev'n ministers they hae been kenned, 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid at times to vend, 

And nail't wi' Scriplure. 

But this that I am gaun to tell, 
Which lately on a night belell. 
Is just a"! Iriie's the deil's in liell. 

Or Dublm city ; 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel' 

'S a muekle pilj'. 

The clachan yill bad made me canty — »i: 

I was nfl fou, but juat had plenty: 

I stachered nhyles, but jet took tent aye si 

To free the ditches; 
And hillocks, slanes, and bushes kenn'd a; 

Frae ghaists and witches. 

The rising moon began to glow'r 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre; 
To count her hoi'iio. «i' a' mj jjoiver, 
I set mysei' ; 
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.ET. 27.] PEATII AND Dli. HOKNBOOK. 6/ 

But whether she had three or four, 
I could na tel). 

I was come round about the hill, 
And todiin' down on Willie's mill/ 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill, 

To keep me sicker ; aare 

Though leeward whyles, against my will, aomcfimea 

I took a bicker. short rass 

I there wi' Somelhin;^ did forgather, 

That put me in an eerie swithcr; iisma.! hcaitaiion 

An awfu' scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 

Clear-dangling, hang ; 
A three-taed leister on the itber fish-spear 

Lay, large and lang. 

Its stature seemed lang Scotch eils twa, 

The queerest shape that e'er 1 saw ; 

For lient a wame it had ava; beiij-ntaJi 

And then, its shanks. 
They were as thin, as sharp and sma'. 

As cheeks o' branks.^ 

" Guid e'en," quo' I ; " friend, hae ye been mawin', 
When ither folk are busy sawin' ? " 

1 Torbolton Mill, then occupied by Willlam Miiir, an inti- 
mate friend of tlie Bnrns feniily — from him it was called 
mUU-s MiU. 

s Brank? — akiud of wooden frame, forming, with a lopa, 
a bridle for trontilesorae horses or cows. 
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68 DEATH AND DE. HOKNBOOK. [1735. 

It seemed lo mak a kind o' stan', 

But naelhing spak ; 
At length says I; "Friend, whare ye gann? 

Will ye go back ?" 

It spake right howe : " My name is Death, hoiiow 
But be na fley'd." Quoth I ; " Gold frighteiied 

faith, 
Ye're maybe come to stap my breath ; 

But tent me, billie — ftJend 

I red ye iveel, tak care o' scaith, naiiae— harm 

See, there's a gully ! " ciaap-imife 

" Guidman," quo' he, " put up your whittle, 

I'm no designed to try i(3 mettle ; 

But if I did, I wad be kittle diffl™ii 

To be mislear'd ; ' 
1 wadna mind it, no fiiat spittle 

Out-owre my beard." 

"Weel, weel!" says I, "a bargain be't; 
Come, gie's your hand, and say we're gree't ; 
We'll ease our shanks and tak a seat — 
Come, gie's your news ; 

1- To be put out of my art. This is not the usual sense of 
tb« word, irhifh Bums himself interprets in his glossary into 
mischierons, unmannerly; bat ttie sense of llic passage can 
only be so nnderstood. 

^Botli in the scythe and in this fantote of the beard, which, 
as connected with a skeleton, is in plain prose a solecism, the 
poet appears to have had the ordinary figure of Time in yiaw, 
rather than that of Death. 
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TIlis while ye hae been mony a gael, r™3 

At mony a house." ' 

" Ay, ay 1 " quo' he, and shook his head, 
" It's e'en a lang lang time indeed 
Sin' I began to nick the thread, 

And choke , the breath : 
Folk maun do something for their bread, 

And sae maun Death. 

" Sax thousand years are near hand fled 

Sin' I was to the hutching bred, 

And mony a scheme in vain's be«n laid, 

To stap or scaur me ; 
Till ane Hornbook's faen up the trade. 

And faith he'll waur me. get the better 6t 

" Ye ken Jock Hornbook i' the clachan, TJiiaga 
Deil mak his king's-hood in a spleuchan ! tobarco- 
He's grown sae weel acquant wi' Buchan ^ 

And ither chaps, 
The weans haud out their fingers laughin', chiwren 

And pouk my hips. piucii 

" See, here's a scythe, and there's a dart. 
They hae pierced mony a gallant heart ; 
But Doctor Hornbook wi' his art 
And cursed skill, 

^ Alluding to a receat epidemical fever. 
^ Bttchan'a Dotnesiic Medicine, tben a popular book, oud of 
course a leadilj' available manual for a village Gslen. 
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Has made them bailh no worth a — ■; 

D— d haet they'll kill. Uevii-a-b 

" 'Twaa but yestreen, nae furlher gaeti, 

I tlirew a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less, I'm sure, I've hundreds slain ; 

But deil-ma-care, 
It just played dirl ^ on the bane, 

But did nae mair. 

" Hornbook was by wi' ready art. 
And had sae fortified the part, 
That when I looked to my dart. 

It wa" sae blunt, 
Fient haet o't wad hae pierced the heart 

0' a kail-runt. cabbage-™ 

"I drew my scythe in sie a fury, 

I near hand cowpit wi' my hurry, luinbliid ove 

But yet the bauld apothecary 

Withstood the shock ; 
I might a= wpel hae tried a quarry 

0' hard nhin rock. 

" Even them he canna get attended, 
Although their face he ne'er had kenned it. 
Just — in a kail-blade and send it, 

As soon's he smelb't, 
Baitli their disease and what will mend it 

At once he lells't. 
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OK. 



"And then a' doctor's saws and whittles. 
Of a' dimensions, shapes, and metals', 
A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, and bottler, 

H.-'s sure to hae ; 
Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C. 



" Calces o' fossils, earths, and tr 
True sal-marinum o' the seas; 
The farina of heans and peas, 

He has't in plenty; 
Aqua-fonlis, what you please, 

He eau content ye. 



" Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, i 

Urinus spiritiis of capons. 

Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

Distilled per se, 
Sal-i»lka!i o' midge-tail clippings, 

And mony mae." 

" Wae's me for Johnny Gcd's Hole ^ now," 

Quo' I; "if that thae news be true, 

His braw ealf-wai-d ^ where gowans grew, 

Sae white iind bonny, 
Mae doubt they'll rive it wi' the pleugh ; 

They'll ruin Johnny ! " 



iti gravedigse 



Dually been nsed as ai 
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The creature grained an eldritch laugh, unearihij 
And says:' "Ye need na yoke the pleugh, 
Kirkyards will soon be tilled eneugh, 

Tak ye nae fear : 
They'll a' be trenched wi' mony a sheugh, fmrow 

In twa-three year. 

" Whare 1 killed ane a fair atrae death, 
Hy loss o' blood or want o' breath, 
This night, I'm free to tak my aith, 

That Hornbook's skill 
Has clad a score i' their last claitL, 

By drap and pill. 

" An lionest wabsier to his trade, 

Wliase wife's twa nieves were scarce weel-bred 

Gat tippence- worth to mend her head, [Ssts 

When it was sair; 
The wife slade cannie lo her bed, gently 

But ne'er spak mair. 

" A bonny lass, ye ken her name. 

Some ill-brewn drink had hoved her wame ; 

She trusts herael', to hide the shame, 

To Hornbook's care ; 
Horn sent her aff to her lang hame, 

To hide it there, 

" A country laird had taen the batts, botu 

Or some curmurring in his guts ; 
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His only son for Hornbook sots, 
And pays him well — 

The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, jou 
Was laird himsel', 

" That's just a swatch o' Hornbook's way ; 
Thus goes he on from day to day, 
Thus does lie poison, kill, and slay, 

An's weel paid for't ; 
Tet stops me o' my lawfu' prey 

Wi' his d— d dirt. 

" But hark ! I'il tell you of a plot, 
Though dinna ye be speaking o't ; 
I'll nail the self-conceited sot 

As dead's a herrin'; 
Niest time we meet, I'il wad a groat, 

He gets his fairin' ! " 

But just as he began to tell, 

The auld kirk-hammer strak tlie bell, 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Which raised us baith: 
I took the way that pleased mysel'. 

And sae did Deati.^ 



J- The publication of Ihia poem was of courfic discomfijrlj 
to the poor sehoolmaBtfr, llioitgh he is said to havB been 
reality a respectable man in bis leeitlmate capacity, and e\ 
useful us 1. dispenser of medicines in a village which had It 
no medical practitioner within foui' mites. 
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EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK, 

Apr I 1 1 86 
Early m this lear on Fist ns (,en (inglci 
bhiOK,tile) tlii,ri, was a Toclinj at Mossgel Gil 
bert eiplaina this t<,rm — It I'l denved from those 
primitive tmiea when the countrj women employed 
tlieir spare houra lu fipmnmg on a, rock or distaff 
This simple instrument is a vor\ portable oi e and 
well fitted to the social inclination of meeting m a. 
neighbor a house heme th(, phrase of gotnj aiock 
ing or uiitfi the rod. As the Ponneedon the phrase 
had Witt the Implement was foi^otttn when the roik 
gate place to tht spinning wheel tbe phrase came to 
be used bi both setLS on social oicasions and men 
filb of oOinr with their rocks as well as women' 
Theii, was then a simple tiii"al aocial meeting at 
Mos wh m b te ai m nts each did 

his h b a s<t a pleasing 

spec m A ra understood 
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Burns was so much pleasL-il with the ditty, that he 
soon after sent a versified epistle to the supposed au- 

Whilf, briers and woodbines budding green, 
And paitricks scraichin' loud at e'en, pariridgns 
And morning poussie ivliiddin seen, Iibk Mndding 

Inspire my Muse, 
This freedom in an unknown frien' 

On Faslen-e'en n-c had a rot-kin', 

To ca' the crack and wea^e our stoekiii' ; ohat 

And there was muekle fun and jokin', 

Ye nepd na doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokin' 

Al sang ai;(out. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleased me best, 
That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife ; 
It tiiirled the heort-strlngi ihrougli fhe breast, 

A' lo the life. Iihriiica 

I've scaree heard ougiit described sae weel, 
What generous manly bosoms feel; 

Magazine, Oct. 14, 1773, entjtlsd Lines addresied bg a Eus- 
haadlobii Wi/i after beinff sUc Yean married, and sharing a 
grent Variely of FoHane together. 
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Tbought I, " Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattic- wark'' 
Tbey tauld me twas an odd kind chiel 

About Miiirk:ik 

It pat me idgm ftin lo heai t cscttedij eu 

And sde dbout him there I spier t, in^ui 

Then a thit ki;nt him round declared 

Hd hid inline e=i 

That nine excelled it few inm near't. 

It wda -le hue 

Thit set him to a pint of ale, 

And either douce or merry tale, gi 

Or rhymes ind «ang he d made himsel'. 

Or witty citLhes, 
'Tween Iinerne 'f and Teiiotdilp, 

He hid few matche'. 

Then up I gat, and swore an aith. 
Though I should pawa my pleugh and 

graith hari 

Or die 1 (.ail„<-T ponmes deith pfd 

At aomp djke back 
A pint and gill I d gie them biilh 

lo heir jour crack < 

But, first and foremo t I ^-hc i! 1 tell, 
Amai t i aoon i. I uuld [.til 
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I to the crambo-jingle fell, 

Though rode and rough. 

Yet crooning fo a body's sell, b 

Does weel eneugh. 

But just a rhymer, like, by ehaoce, 
And hae lo learning nae pretence. 

Yet. what the matter ! 
Whene'er my Muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 



You 


r criti 


c folk may 


cock 


their 1 


nose. 


And 


say: 


"How caQ 


you 


e'er propost 


You 


, wha 


ken hardly 

To mak a 


sai 


se frae 


pro-e 


Bui, 


by y 


our leases. 


my 


learned 


foes. 






Te're maj 


be 


wrang. 





What's a' your jargon o' your school'*, 
Your Latin names for horns and stools? 
If honc-t Nature made you fools, 

What sairs your grammars ? 
Ye'd better taen up spiides and sbools, 

Or knappin-hammers. bKb* 

A set o" dull conceited hashes, 
Confu=e their brain'! in college-claa&es ! 
They gang in stirk':, and come out assert, 
Plain truth to speak ; 
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An! J 


h J 1 k 1 nb Parnassi 




By (i G ek! 


Gi m 


p k In 's fire ! 


Th a 


h I am I d sire ; 


Tl n 1 


h I d u 1 1 ugh dub an 




A il 1 art, 


Mj "M 


h 1 h 1} tl attire, 




My 11 heart. 


01 { 


p« k AIL glee. 


OrJ g 


fl 1 Id and slee, 


Or b L 


L r k m t end to be, 




If I can hit it! 


That would be lear eneugh for me, 




If I could get it! 



Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Though real friends I b'lieve are few, 
Tet, if your catalogue be foa, 

Tse no insist, 
But gif ye want ae friend that's true, 

I'm on your list. 

I winna blaw about mysel' ; 

As ill I like my fauts to tell ; 

But friends and folk that wish me well 

They sometimes roose me; 
Though I maun own, as monie still 

As far abuse me. 
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But Manchline race,' or Mauchline fair, 
I should be proud (o meet you there ; 
We'se gie ae night's diseharge to Care, 

If we foi'gather. 
And hae a swap o' rbjmin'-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 

The four-gill chap, we'se gar hira clatter, make 
And kirsen him wi' reekin' water ; rhrisien 

Syne we'll sit down and tak our whilter,^ 

To cheer our heart ; 
And, faith, we'se be acquiiinled better 

Before we part. 

Awa' ye selfish wariy race, 

Wha think that havins, sense, and grace, mannen 

Even love and friendship should give place 

To catch the plaek ! Mt 

I dinna like to see your face, 

Nor hear your crack. c<pnycraa.ij(ra 

But ye whom social pleasure charms, 
Whose heart,^ the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

" Each aid the others," 
Come to my bow], come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers 1 

1 Thiswaa celebmfed oa the read at^omiiig to Bums's ferm 
DfMos^el. 
3 A heart}' draught of lii^iior. 
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But, to conclude my lang epistle, 

As my auld pen's worn to the grissle ; 

Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle, 

"Who am, most fervent. 
While I can either sing or whissle. 

Your friend and servant. 



SECOND EPISTLE TO J. LAPBAIK. 

Lapraik was not slow to apprehend the value of the 
offered correspondence. He sent an answer by (he 
haada of hn son. — ■ Without long delay, the poet re- 

ApHI21,nS5. 
Whilk new-ca'd kye rowte at tlie stake, luw 
And pownies reek in pleugh or braik,^ smote 
This hour on e'enin' edge I take, 

To own I m debtor 
To honest-hearted auld Lapruk 

For his kind letti. 

Forjeskit sair, wi' we iry leg« Judei 

Eattlin' the corn out-owie the ng 
Or dealing through araang the migs 
Their ten hou bite 

i"Braili, a hind of harrow." — Suras's Glossary. More 
precisely, a heavy harrowj a harrow loaded with a log. It is 
an implement much used hi Ayr and Renfrew shires. 
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Mj awkwarf Mu'^e laii pli ad^ mil hfg-. 

I would 111 Wlltl 



The lapetle^s ramfeezl'd hizzie, heBdioaa— oTei^jH 
She's siift at best, and lomelhing la^j 
Quo' she: "Ye ken, ne've bpcn sae busj 

Tlii^ month and miir, 
That trouth, inj hcid i« grown right dizzie, 

And -.omething sail " 



Her dowff excuses pat me mad ; 

" Conscience," says I, " ye thowieaa jad ! 

I'll write, and that a hearty blaud, '■ 

This very night ; 
Sae dinna ye afiront your trade, 

But rhyme it right. 

" Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Though mankind were a pa«k o' caries, 
Eoose you sae weel for your deserts, 

In terms sae friendly, 
Tet ye'll neglect to shaw your parts, 

And thank him kindly ? " 

Sae I gat paper in a blink. 

And down gaed stumpJe in the ink : 

Quoth I : " Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow ril dose it ; 
And if ye winna mak it clink, 

By Jove I'll prose it ! " 
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SECOND EPISTLE TO LAPRAIK. 


Sae rv 


e begun to scrawl, but whether 


I- rhji 


ne, or prose, or baltii thegither, 


Or som 


e hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 




Let time mak proof; 


But I '. 


ihall scribble down some blether, i.= 




Just clean a£F-loof. oi 



My worthy friend, ne'er grudge and carp, 
Though fortune use you hard and sharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleesorae touch ; 
Ne'er mind how Fortune waft and warp — 

She's but a b— h ! 

She's gien me monie a jirt and fleg, k'^ 
Sin' I could striddle owre a rig ; 
But, by the L— , though I should beg 

Wi' lyart pow, 
ni laugh, and sing, and shake my leg, 

As lang's J dow ! 

Now comes the sax-and-twentielh simmer, 
I've seen the bud upo' the timmer. 
Still persecuted by the linimer, 

Frae year to year ; 
But yel, despite the kittle kiramer, skittish 

I, Bob, am here. 

Do ye envy the city gent, 

Behint a kist to lie and sklent, cLcat— 
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Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. 

And muckle wame, 
In some bit brogh to rejtresent b 

A bailie's name ? 

Or i='t the paughty, feudal thane, iia" 

Wi' ruffled sark and glancing cane, 

Whu tbinks himbel' nae sheep-shaak bane, 

But lordly Rtalk", 
"While caps and Imnnets sifF are taen, 

As by he walks? 

Oh Thou wha gies u.'i eacb guid gift ! 
Gie me o' wit and sense a lift. 
Then turn me. if Thou pka-e, adrift, 

Through Scotland wide; 
Wi' cits nor lairds I wadna shift, 

In a' their pride ! 

Were this the charier of our state, 
"On pain o' hell be rich and gi'eat," 
Damnalion then would be our fate, 

Beyond I'emead ; 
But, thanks to Heaven, that's no the gaet 

We learn our creed. 

For tims the royal mandate ran, 
"When first (lie human race began — 
"The social, friendly, honest man, 
Whate'er he be, 
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Tis lie fulfils great Nature's plan, 
And none bat he ! " 

Oh mandate glorious and divine I 
The followers o' the ragged Nine, 
Poor thoughtless devils ! yet may shine 

In glorious light, 
While sordid sons o' Mammon's line 

Are dark as night. 

Though here they scrape, and squeeze, 

growl, 
Their worlhless nievefu' of a soul lu 

May in some future carcass howl. 

The forest's fright; 
Or in some day-detestin' owl 

May shun the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Burns arise, 
To reach their native kindred skies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes, and joys. 

In some mild sphere, 
StJll closer knit in friendship's ties, 

Each passing year! 
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EPISTLE TO JOHN GOUDIE OF 
KILMARNOCK, 



The west of Scotland was at this time, theolog- 
ically, in a very diHerent state from what it was a cen- 
tury before, when it gave so many martyrs to the stern- 
est principles of Presbyterian ism. There was, indeed, 
all over Seotland a reaction in the eighteenth century 
from the fervor of the seventeenth. It was generally 
believed, and there now can be little doubt of the 
fact, that an Arminianism, verging towards the dog- 
mas of Socinus, had taken possession of many pulpits. 
The work of John Taylor of Norwich, entitled the 
Scripture Doelrine of Original Sin, had been ext«n. 
sively read in Ayrshire among the clei^' as well as 
laity, and given rise to a pretty definite form of ra- 
tionalism, which was recognized by the cant term of 
the New Light. As usual, minds of an active and 
restless character, especially when accompanied by 
philanthropic dispositions, had embraced this New 
Light, while the mass of the vulgar, and a section of 
the clergy, remained steadfast under the faith as it 
had been among their fathers. These were called ' the 
Whigs,' as representing the ancient religious party of 
that name, or were spoken of as adherents of the 
Auld Light. It affords a striking idea of the length 
which the new doctrines had gone, that a busy-brained 
old tradesman in Kilmarnock, by name John Goldie, 
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or Goiidie, pnUished a book freely discussing the au- 
thority of the Scriptures, first in 1780, and in a. new 
edition in 1785, without incurring an inconvenient 
degree of public odium. 

It is stated by Dr. Currie that William Bumesa 
had composed a little manual of religious belief for 
the nse of his children, " in -which the benevolence 
of liie heavt seems to have led him to soften the 
rigid Calvinism of the Scoldsh Church into something 
approaching to Arminianism." He was, in short, 
tinctured with the New Light, though modesty and 
prudence induced him to say very little on the subject. 
The poet, besides deriving a tendency that way from 
his father, had conversed with men of alill more de- 
cided views at Irvine While probably retaining or 
thinkmg he retained a hoU of the maiD doctrines of 
Chn«tjanity his vigorous anl benevolent mud and 
as he has himself confessed a desire of shining in 
conversation parties — possihiv beiidcs all this an 
enjoyment in saying thing cali'ulatcd to startle com 
moD minds — led him into a by no means subdued 
demon tration of Nen Li^ht piinciples It would be 
diffitult to saj how much of his heterodox^ was an 
real how much onlj temp<r-iri — ■» pas'iing gust of 
opinion — hut eertainlj he appeared to some at this 
time as enlnely Socinian ' He seems to haie be 
liei(,d that the religious mind of thi, country wa^ 
undergoing a reiilution which must lesult in the 

1 He himsell in a letter to Mr Candl ah March 1 8" ppaks 
of his having, id the pnde of dc. piain^ old wumen k stones, 
ventured in ' (he daring path Spinoza tiod;' " hut, he adds, 
"eiperienee of the weakness, not the slrengtli, of human 
powers, made me glad to grasp at revealed relifpon." 
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abandonment of Calvinism. Such is the spirit of a 
ghort epistle in rhyme to Goudie on tlie publication of 
the second edition of his Essays. 

Oh, Goudie ! terror of tlie IVhigs, 
Dread of black coats and reverend wigs, 
Sour Bigotry, on lier last legs, 

Girnin', looks back, GrinDing 

Wishin' the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapin", glowrin' Superstition, 

Wae's me ! she's in a sad condition ; 

Fie ! bring Biack Jock, her state-physiciaji, 

To see her water. 
Alas ' there'* gi-oiind o' great suspicion 

She'll ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 

But now she's got an unco ripple ; stake 

Haste, gie her name up i" the chapel,^ 

Nigh unto dpath ; 
See, how she fi-tchcs at the thrapple, nmjpipe 

Anil gasps for breath. 

Enthu'fiasm's past redemption, 

Gane in a galloping consumption. 

Not a' the quacks, wl' a' their gumption, cieyenieffl 
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Will ever mend her. 
Her feeble pulse giea strong presumptio: 
Death soon will end her. 

'Tis you and Taylor are the chief 
Wha are to blame for this mischief, 
But gin the L — 'a ain fouk gat leave, 

A loom tar-barre! 
And twa red peats wad send relief. 

And end fhe quarrel. 



The person called Black Jock in the preceding 
Epistle was the Rev. John Eusaell, one of the ministers 
of the town where Goudie resided. He was a huge, 
dark-pomplesioned, gtern-Iooking man, of tremendous 
energy in the pulpit, of harsh and unloving nature, and 
a powerful defender of the strongholds of Calvinism. 
There was much room for hia ieal in Kilmarnock, for so 
long ago as 1 764, a New-Light clergyman named Lind- 
say had been introduced there, and had of course given 
a certain amount of eurreney to what Burns called 
common-sense (that is, rationalistic) views. There was 
another zealous partisan of the Auld Light- — a Mr. 
Alexander Moodie -— in the adjacent parish of Kic- 



.^hyGooglc 



Ml. 27.] THE TWA UEED3. 89 

carton and it was of co ir e raoat desirable tor two 
such cliampLom in si eh cirtrnn tinces to remain unit 
ed It BO happentl however thit a drjne i iroee 
between then The oountry atoij if that as they 
were riding home one eienini' fi-oni Ajr Moodie in 
a sportive fiame at mind amused Inmself b^ titklmg 
the reir of his neighbors horse The animal per 
formed certain antics along (he roil much to tha 
amusement of the pa aing wayfarers but greatlj to 
the discomfiture ot iti nder who afterwards learning 
the tnck could not lorgii e Moodie for it Afterwards 
a question of parochial boundaries arose between 
them — it came before the presbjteiy for determina- 
tion There m the open court " says Mi Lockhart 
to which the announcement of the discu ^ on had 
drawn a multitude of the tountry people and Burns 
among the re t the reverend dmnes hitherto sworn 
friends and associates lost all command ot temper 
and abused each othei cotampopaln with a fiery \ir 
ulence of persoml infective such as has long been 
banished from all popular a=semb!iei whprein thp laws 
ot courtes) are enforced bj those of a certain unwnt 
ten tode " This was too much tempt'jtion for the pro- 
fane wit of Burns He loit no time in putting the 
affair into the following allegorical shape. 

Oh a' ye pious godly flocks, 
Weel fed on pastures orthodox, 
Wha now will keep ye frae the fox, 

Or worrying tykes, dogs 

Or wha will tent the waifs and etraggiers 

About the dikes? BncloBurewHIa 
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The twa best herds in a' tlie wast. 
That e'er gae Gtospel-liovn a blast, 
These five-and -twenty simmers past. 

Oh dool to tell, 
Hae had a bitter black outcast quanri 

Atween themsel'. 

Oh, Moodie, man, and wordy Bussell, 
How could you raise so vile a bustle ! 
Ye'U see how New-Light herds will whistle, 

And think it iine : 
The L — 's cause ne'er got sic a twistle 

Sin' I hae min'. 

Oh, sirs ! whae'er wad hae expeckit, 

Your duty ye wad sae negleckit, 

Te wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit. 

To wear the plaid. 
But by the brutes themselves eleckit, 

To be their guide. 

What flock wi' Hoodie's flock could rank, 

Sae hale and hearty every shank ! 

Mae poisoned soup Arminian stank Biondiiig pool 

He let tliem taste, 
Frae Calvin's well, aye clear, they drank — 

The thummarl, wil'-cat, brock, and poie-tai— tiwiger 
tod, fox 

Weel keim'd his voice through a' the wood, 
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He smelt their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and in, 
And weel he liked to shed their bluid. 

And sell their skin. 

What herd like Russell telled his tale, 

His voice was heard through muir and dale,^ 

He kenn'd the lA-'s sheep, ilka fail, 

O'er a' the height, 
And saw gin ihey were sick or Iiale, 

At the first sight. 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub, 

Or nohly fling the Gospel club, 

And New-Light herds could nicely dmb, 

Or pay their skin ; 
Could shake them o'er the burning dub, pi 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa — oh, do I live to see't, 
Sic famous twa should disagree!, 
And names like villain, hypocrite. 

Ilk ither gi'en, 
While New-Light herds, wi' laughin' spite, 

Say neither's liein' ! 



' There was a literal truth in Ihia line, for a parson mho 
sometimes attended Eiisfell's prelections atfiimed, that in a 
fovorable state of tlie atmosphere, his voice, when be was 
holding forth in the open air at sacraments, might ba heard 
at the distance of upwurda of a mile. 
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92 THE TWA HERDS. [1735. 

A' ye wha fent the Gospel fauld, 

There's Duncan,' deep, and Peebles,'^ shaul, 

But chiefly thou, apostle Auld," [bMUow 

We trust ill thee. 
That thou wilt work thera, het and cauld. 

Till they agree. 

Consider, sirs, how we're beset ; 
There's scarce a new herd" that we get, 
But comes frae 'mang that cursed set 

I hope frae heaven to see them yet 
In fiery flame. 

Dalrymple* has been lang our fae, 
M'Gill^ has H-rought us meikle wae. 
And that cursed rascal ca'd M'Quhae,* 
And baltl] the Sbaws,' 



> Dr. Robert Duncan, minister of Dundonald. 

s Rev, Williflm Peebles, of Newton-upon-Ajr. See notes 
to HUy Fair and Kirk's Alarm. 

3 Rbt. William Auid, minietet of Mauchline, 

* Rev. Dr. Dalrymple, one of the minEstera o} Ayr. Ha 
died in 1814, having filled his cbarge for the uncommon 
period of sisty-eight years. He liad baptized Bums. 

' Rev. William M'Gill, one of tba ministers of Ajt, col- 
league of Dr. Dalrymple. See note to Kirk't Alarm. 

« Minister of St. Quivos, an enlightened man, and elegant 
preacher. 

' Dr. Andrew Shaw of Craigie, and Dr. Dayid Shaw ot 
Coylton. Dr. Andrew was a man of excellent abilities, but 
extremely diiRdent — a iine speaker, and an accomplished 
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That aft liae made m black and blae, 
Vfi' vengefu' paws. 

Auld Wodrow ^ lang has hatched mischief, 
We thought aye death nad bring rt-lief, 
But he has gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succcpd Lim, 
A chield wiia'll soundly buff our beef; 

I meikle dread him. 

And monie a ane that I cuuld tfll, 

Wha fain would openly rebel, 

Forby f urn-foats amang ourscl' ; bi 

There's Smith for ane,^ 
I doubt he's but a gray-nick quiJl, 

And that ye'U fin'. 



echolar. Dr. David, in personal respfcfs, was a prodigy. He 

At tbat perioil of life he read without tlie use of glasses, wrote 
s. neat small hand, and had not a furroir in his cheek or a 
wrinkle in his btow. He waa Moderator of the General Ab- 
Bembly in 1T76. This amiable man died A^ril 26, 1810, in 
the ninety-second year of his age, and si:cty-flrsC of his min- 

1 Theie were three hrothers of this name, descended from 
the chnrch historian, and all ministers — one at Eastwood, 
their ancestor's ehai'ge; the second at Stevenston; and the 
third, Dr. Peter Wodrow, at Torboltoii. Dr. Peter is the 
person named in the poem. The assistant and succeeaor 
mentioned in the verse was M'Mafh, elsewhere allnded to. 

^ Rev. Mr. Smith, minister of Galslon. He is one of the 
tent-preachers in the Soiy Fair. 
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Oh a' ye flocks o'er a' the hills, 

By mosses, meadows, moors, and fella, 

Come, join your counsel and your skills 



And get the brutes the powere 

To choose their herds. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance, 

And Learning in a woody dance, boiler 

And tliat fell eur ca'd Common tSeiise, 

That bitea sae saii-, 
Be banished o'er the sea to Finance: 

Let him bark thei'e. 

Then Shaw'a and D'rymple's eloquence, 
M'Gill's close nervous excellence, 
M'Quhae's pathetic manly sense. 

And guid M'Math, 
Wi' Smith, wha through the heart can glance. 

May a' pack aff.* 

1 III the three hist verses, the poet glancsa Mtiiirally at the 
demands made hy fhe Old-Light party to ohtaiii for congi'fl- 
gutlons the right of eliooaing: their onn ministers, as opposite 
to the plan of their appointment by pafrona, which bad been 
reigning tot eeveial ages. The aati-paCninage cause was 
Rlmost identified with tiiat of the Old Lijjlit, and for thia 
raa-on Bums hud iiii ij-in]rath;cB ivith it. 



.^hyGooglc 



TO SIMPSON. 



TO WILLIAM S[IMPSON], 



The poet tells us that the Tiea Herds was the first 
of his poQtic otTsprin^ which saw the light. The date 
of this eveot appears to be April 1785, the era of 
the letters to Lapraik, and probably very little after 
that of Hornbook. One Patrick Simpsoa carried 
a eopy of the poem to his home in Ochiltree parish, 
a few miles south of Mauehline. By Patrick it was 
commanicated to his brother, William Simpson, the 
parish schoolmaster, — and a rhymer, — mho was im- 
mediately prompted to address a versified epistle to 
Bums, having probably heard the satire attributed to 
bim. This was quickly answered by Bums in a beau- 
tiful poem, expressive of his intense love of nature 
and of country ; to which, moreover, was appended 
a clever allegorical description of the heresy which he 
had adopted. Li the cAprcssion, ' Our herds,' and the 
whole strain of this allegory, the reader ivili now see 
a connection of circumstances leading on from the 
Holff Tuhie, and confirming the present n 



I GAT youv letler, winsome Willie ; 
Wi' gratefu' heart 1 thank you brawly; 
Though I maun say't, I wad be silly, 

And unco vain. 
Should I believp, my coaxin' billie, 

Your flatterin' strain. 
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9G EPISTLE TO SIllFSOK. [ 

But Tse believe ye kindly meant it, 

1 sud be laith to think ye hinted 

Ironie satire, sidelins sklented obUquciy ai 

On my poor Musie ; 
Though in sic phrasin' terms ye've on 

penned it, 

My senses wad be in a cred,^ i 

Should I but dare a hope to speel 
Wi' Allan = or wi' Gilbertfield,' 

The braes o' fame ; 
Or Fergusson, the writer ciiiel, 

A deathless name. 

(Oh, Fergusson 1 thy glorious parts 

111 suited law's dry musty arta ! 

My curse upon your whunsiane hearts, wwi 

Ye E'nbrugh gentry ; 
The tithe o' what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stowed his pantry !) 

Tet when a tale comes i' my head. 

Or lasses gie my heart a screed, 

As whiles they're Uke to be my dead, 

1 In Scotland, when a person is taaab exalted Hnd n 
fiod about ajiyChing, he is said to he in h creel. 

2 Allan Eamaay. 

» William Hamilton of Gilbertfield, a Scottish poet 
temporary with Ramsay. 
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{Oh sad disease!) 
I kittle up my rustic reed ; 

Auld Coila ' now may fidge i'u' fain, t 

She's gotten poels o' her ain, 

ChieU wha their chanters winna hain. pii 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' resound again 

Her w eel-sung praise. 

Nae poet thought her worth his while, 
To net her name in measured style ; 
She lay like some unkenn'd-of isle 

Beside New Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting oceani boil 

Besouth Magellan. 



ind famous Fergusson 
Gipd Forth and Tay a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow and Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Si-otland ring- ; 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, and Doon, 
Naebody sings. 

Th' Illissus, Tiber, Thames, and Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefu' line ; 
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But, "Willie, sBl joui fit to mme, fM 

And cock joui ciest, 
We'll sir our itreima and burnied shine rliulets 

Up v,i' the besf ' 

We'll =mi; auld Cjih ph r iid 1 11 m«uT.t^ms 
Her mDor^ ted brown wi heather bdh 
Her banks viA brae her dena and dell-. 

Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the giee as tor^ lell bore the hell 

Trie oitHoti billies fciiowa 

At WilhLt. name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring tide flood ' 
Oft haie our fearless fitheis strode 

By ^Villace side 
Still [re ing onwird red wit ahol 

Or fjlonous died ' 

sweet are Coila's haughs and woods dBidowB 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, lionBW 
And jinkin' hares, in amorous wbids,^ ftirthe 

Their loves enjoy, 
While through the braes the cushat croods 

With wailfu' cry ! [doye coos 

Even winter bleak has charms lo me, 
When winds rave through the naked tree ; 
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^T, 27,] 

Or fr) t= on lulls ot Ochiltiee 
Are hoaty gray 

Of blinding dnfts wild fuiioui flee, 
Dirkpnin^ lie diy' 



ISatme 


a thj «ho« in I firms 


To tefling 


pensive heirL-J hae charms! 


Whether the summer kindly warms, 




Wi life and light 


Or wiiiler 


hottl 11 gu tj stfiiJ 




Tl h.K d ik m^ht 


The Mu.e 


nae poet e\ei fa id hpr 


Till bj hii 


u el he learned to wander, 


AdoHR ^t 


ne trotting bum'! meander. 




And no ihmk lang 


sweet t 


stiay and jensne ponder 




A heartfelt sang I 



The war I J race maj drud^je and dtive, 
Hog =houther jundie '■trelch an 1 strive ; 
Let me fiii Natures f«,e deacnve [jostle— 

And I»>M pleasure 
Shill kt lie bi y grumbling hue 

Bum owie then tieasure. 

Fareweel my rhvme compo ii g brither 1 " 
Weve been owic hug unkenn J U ither: 
Now let u 1 J oui Uid ile^Uiti 
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In love fraternal ; 
May Envy wallop io a tether, 
Black fiend infernal ! 

While Highlandmen hat« tolls and taxes ; 
WJiile moorlan' herds like guiJ fat braxiei 
While terra firma on lier axis 

Diurnal turns. 
Count on a friend, in faith and practice, 

In Robert Bukns. 



I'OSTSCRIPT. 

H) memorj no woUli i jre n pi 

I Ltd amaiat foigotten clein 

\e bade me wnte jou what tle> mean 

By thi^ New Light, 
Boul ninth our heidi i-ie rft liie been 

Miitt like to fighi 

In dij* when mankind were hut tUHn bo? 

At giaramai, logic %nd sic talent- 

They took nae pain their speech to balante 

Or rule, to Rie 
But I A thfir ihooght-i in jlain biaid lillano 

Like JO I or me [owlanil peecl 

1 Deatifheep — aperquisitt of the sheplierd. 
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In ihae auld time- lliey ih ught the moon, 
Just like a 'ark, oi pair o =lioon shirt— Btoa 
Wore, by degrees till liei la-.l rom parinj 

Gacd p^=t (heir \iewing, 
And shorth ifter he wi5 done 

They g^t a nen one 

This pat-ied for i.eitain — undi puteii; 
It iit- (,r cam i then heads (o doubt it, 
Till chiel gat up and huI confute il, 

Anl cad It ni-ang 
And inutkle dm tliere w la ibnat it, 

Baith loud ind Unj; 

Some linJa well 1p lined upo tie beuk, 
Wid threip auld folk the thing rai teuk; aEaen 
For Into the auld moon tuined a neuk, 

And out o Mghl, 
And backlm -comm to t! e leuk 

She giew mair biight 

This WIS denied — it wa> afliimed 

Tlit. herds and hir-els wore alaimed; flMt 

The reverend gravbeaid* laved and stormed, 

That beanlle o laddie* 
Should think thej b ttei weie informed 

Tlnn then auld daddies 



Frie 


less to 


man it 


gaed lo 


ticks 


Fi-ae 


word 
nicks 


and aith 


to clour 


ind 
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102 EPISTLE TO SIMPSOX, 



And mony a fallow gal his licks, 

Wi' hearty erunt ; dint 

And some, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were hanged and brunt. burnt 

This game wa'^ playi-d in monie lands, 

And Auld-Light caddies bare sic hands, tcnows 

That, faith, the youngsters took the sands 

"Wi" nimble shanks, 
Till laii'ds forbade, by strict commands, 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

But New-Light herds gat sic a cowe, fnght 

Folk thought them ruined stick-and-stowe, compieteijr 
Till now amaist on every knowe hiiiiKk 

Ye'll find ane placed; 
And some their New-Liglit fair avow, 

Just quite barefaced. 

Nae doubt the Auld-Ligiit flocks ai-e bleatin'; 
Their zealous herds are vexed and sweatin' ; 
Mysel' I've even seen Iheni greetin' crjiag 

Wi' girnin' spite, griDDiug 

To hear the moon sae sadly lied on 

By word and write. 

But shortly they will cowe the loons ! mMiii 
Some Auld-Light herds in neebor towns 
Are inind't in things they ca' balloons 
To tak a flight, 
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And stay ae month among the moons, 
And see them right. 

Guid observation they will gie them ; 

And when the auld moon's gaun to lea'e them. 

The hindmost shaird, they'll fetch it wi' ftagmcm 

Just i' their pouch, 
And when the New-Light billies see them, 
I think they'll crouch ! 

Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 

Is naething but a " moonshine matter ; " 

But tliough dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tiilzie, cmicnUo. 

I hope we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brakie. t™: 



HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER. 

In Burns's own parish of Mauchline, the auolster, 
iSi: Auld, or, as the poet irreverently called him, 
Daddy Auld, was a rigid Whig, or partisan of the 
Auld Light. From him, therefore, the poet could 
only look for reprobation, if not hostility. Amongst 
the laity of his neighborhood, he had no friend more 
aj'mpathetic than his own landlord, Mr. Gavin Ham- 
ilton, the Mauchline vtrtler, a generous-hearted,' up- 
right man, but whose religious character did not 
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lOi HOLY WILLIE. [1185. 

toniB up to Ihe standard ot Mr Auld This gen- 
tltmau had some time before been in trouble with 
the pirnh session or loiisistorj on aciiount of de 
fects in his rehgious prattii-e It is said that ttie 
minister of Mauchbne wbo was on the whole an 
amiable and worthy man would never haie himself 
assailed Gaiin Hamilton He was honever w un- 
fortunate as to listen to and ait upon the insinua 
tiona o! one who was a member of his ~4^3sirn is well 
as its clerk and who had a personal spite at H million 
in consequence of some dispute alwut the levjing of a 
poor-rate. We cannot follow the controversy through 
all its windings; but at length it terminated in July 
1785, when the session granted Mr. Hamilton a certifi- 
cate of being free from all ground of ehurcli censure ; 
BO that he was substantially the victor. It appears, 
that on the final appearance of tJie case before the 
presbytery, Mr. Hamilton's f^nt, Mr. Robert Aiken, 
writer in Ayr, exercised the oratorical talents for 
which he was locally remarkable, in exposing the 
secret motives of the prosecution, and the conduct of 
the ses^on, one member of which appears 1o have 
been a very wretched creature. Burns had looked on 
with feelings keenly excited in favor of Gavin, whom 
he regarded as a noble-hearted man wronged by a set 
of malicious bigots ; and he soon ai\er produced a 
satire, nominally aimed at the particular elder here 
alluded to, commonly called Holy Willie, but in reality 
a burlesque of the extreme doctrinal views of the 
party to which he belonged. 

Oh Thou, wha in the heavens dost dwell, 
Wha, as it pleases best ihyseV, 
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Seeds ane to heaven, Hiid ten to hell, 

A' for thy gloi'y, 
And no for ony giiid or iU 

They've done afore tlice ! 

I bless and praise thy matchless might, 
Whan thousands thou ha&t left m night, 
Tliat I am here afore thy sight, 

For gifts and grace, 
A ijunnn' and a shmui' hgbt 

To a this place. 

Whiit was I, or my geiiemtion, 
That I should get sic exaltation, 
I wha deserve sic just damimlion 

For broken laws, 
File thouaaiid years 'tore my 

Through Adam's cause. 



When fi-ae my raither's womb I fell, 
Thou might hae plunged me in hell, 
To gnash my gums, to weep and wad, 

In burumg lake, 
Whare d-d devils roar and yell, 

Chained to a stake. 


let 
To 
Im 


I am hete a cho-en 
hm th, g. lie ■> gr 
he e I iillu m iliy 


sample 
eit md ample 
temple 
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A giiiJf I buckler in example, 
To i' Ihj floLk 

But jet, oh L — ' conteas I must. 

At limes I'm faah'd wi' fleshly lust, tr»ub 

Atid homedmetj too wi' waildiy ttu^t. 

Vile selt gets in. 
But thou rememhera we are dust, 

Betiled in siit 

Maybe thou lets this fleshly thorn. 

Beset thy servant e'en and mom 

Lest he owre high aad proud should turn, 

Cause he'"; sae gifted , 
If eae, thy hand maun e'en be borne, 

Until thou hit it 

L — , bleas th} chosen m this place, 
For here thou hast a chosen race 
But G— conlound their stubborn lace. 

And blast then name, 
Wha bring thj elders to disgiace 

And public shime 

L — , mind Gawn Hamilton's deserts ; 

He dnnka, and swears, and pliys at cartes, 

Tet has sae monie takin' arta 

Wi' gnt and &m», 
Frae G — s am pricats the people's hearts 

He sttaia aw a 
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S,T. 27.] irOLY WILLIE. 1 

And whan we chasten'd liim therefor, 

Tliou kens Iiow he bred sic a splore, atstutba 

Aa set Ihe warld in a roar 

O' laughin' at us : 
Cur-e thou his basket and his store, 

Kail and potatoes. 

L — , hear raj earnest ciy and prayer, 

Against Ihe presbj t'ry of Ayr ; 

Thy strong right liand, L — , mak it bare 

L'po' their heads, 
L — , weigh it diiwn, and dinna spare, 

For their misdeeds. 

Oh L — ■, my G — , that glib-tongued Aiken, 
My veiy lieart and saul are quakin', 
To fliink how we stood groanin", shakin'. 

And swat wi' dread. 
While he wi' hingin' lip and snakin", 

Held up his head. 

L — , in Ihe day of vengeance try him, 
L — , 1 isit them ivha did employ him, 
And pass not in thy mercy by 'em, 

Nor hear their prayer ; 
But fur thy people's sake destroy "em. 

And dinna spare. 

But, L — , remember me and mine, 
Wi' mercies temp'ral and divine, 
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That I for ge ir ind gr tee m n - 

Excelled by nane, 
And a' the glory thtU be thin«, 



EPITAPH ON HOLi" AVILLIE. 

Here Holy Willie's sair-worn clay 

Taks up ibj last abode ; 
His saul has ta'en some other way, 

I fear the left-hand road. 

1 Th« strength of satire here empWved needs no eomnient. 
That Bums did not misrepresent tlie man whom lie eeiected 
for vengeance is proved by events, for Holj Willie was atter- 
warda found guilty of secreting money from tlie chmuh-offer- 
ings, and he closed hia misemhle life in a ditch, into which 
he had fallen in going home from a debauch. The Ker. 
Hamilton Paul defends the poem na a just exposure of an 
odious interpretation of Chriatlani^? ; and Mr. Lockharl;, 
commenting on Mr. Paul, says : " That performances eo blaa- 
phamous should have been not only pardoned, but applauded 
by ministers of reUgion, is a singular circumeCaiice, which 
may go far to make the reader compreliend the axaggeiated 
slate of party-feeling in Burns's native county at the period 
when he first appealed to the pubUc ear. Nor is it fair," ho 
adds, " io pronounce sentence upon the young and reckless 
satirist, without taking into considemtiou tlie undeniable 
fact, that in his wuist offences of this kind, he was encouraged 
and abetted by thoee who, to say nothing more about tlieti 
professional character and authority, were almost the only 
persons of liberal education whose society he had any oppor- 
tunity of approaching at the period in question." 
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Stop ! there he if, as sure'd a gun, 

Poor silly body, see him ; 
Mae wonder he's as hlack's the grun', 

Observe wha's staoding wi' him. 

Your brunstane devilship, I see, 
Has got him thej-e before ye ; 

But haud your nine-lail cat a wee, 
Till ance yoaVe heaitl my story. 

Your pily I will not implore, 

For pity ye hae nane ; 
Juslice, alas ! has gien him o'er. 

And mercy's day is gane. 

But hear me, sir, deil as ye are, 
Look something to your credit ; 

A coof like him wad stain your name. 
If it were kent ye did it 



THIRD EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK.i 

The harvest of 1785 was beset by wretched 
weather, and was rery late. On Moss^el the half 
of the crop was lost, a circumstance serionsly affei-l- 
ing the pi-ospects of Barns and his family. In two 
episdes of this period — one to his brother poet I.a- 
praik, the othci' lo a clerical fiienil — the bavit alhidea 
^ First published bvLapraik in a volmae of his own poemt. 
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110 THIHD EPISTLE TO LAPKAIK. [1735. 



to the eril season, as well as to the ecclesiastical bick- 
erings then going on. 

Bfplember 13, 1786. 

GiTiD speed and furder to you. Johnny, 
Guid health, hale han's, and weather bunny; 
Now when ye're nickan down fu' canny coiUi^ 

The staff o' bread, 
Mhj' je ne'er want a atoup o' bran'y 

To clear your head. 

May Boreas never thrash your rig^, 

Nor kick your rickles aff iheir lega, ricks 

Sendin' the staff o'er muirs and hagg^ mosses 

Like drivin' wrack ; 
But may the tapmasi graio that wags 

Come to the sack, 

I'm bizzie too, and skeliiin' at it, working briskly 
But bitter, daudin' shoners hae wat it, beaHng 
Sae my auld stumpie pen I gat it 

Wi' rauckle wark, 
And took my joeleleg and whalt it, knife— cut 

Like ony eiark. 

It's now twa month that I'm yonr debtor, 
For your hraw, nameless, datele'''* letter. 
Ahusiii' me for harsh ill-nature 

On hoiy men. 
While deil a hair yourscl' ye're better. 

But mair profane. 
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But let the kirk-folk ring tlielr bells, 
Let's sing about our Doble sel's ; 
We'll cry nae ja<Is frae heathen hilU 

To help, or roose us, i 

But browster- wives and whisky-stills, 

They are the muses. 

Your friendship, sir, I winna quat it, 

And if ye mak objections at it. 

Then han' in nieve some day we'll knot it. 

And witness take, 
And when wi' usquebae we've wat it. 

It winna break. 

But if tlie beast and branks be spared 
Till kye be gaun without the herd, 
And a' the villel in the yard, 

And theekit right, im 

I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter-night. 

Then muse-inspirin' aqua vilse 

Shall make us balth sae blithe and wilty. 

Till ye forget ye're auld and gutty, 

And be as canty 
As ye were nine year leas than thretty — 

Sweet ane-and-twenty ! 

But stocks are eowpit wi' the bla^t, overt 
And now the sinn keeks in the west, 
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112 Erl'iTLl T< Mlt MMATH 

Then I maun un aming tlip rc-,f 
And quat my (.h-jnter 

Sae I subscribe mjself m haati 

"iour E\B THE Eamer.' 



EPISTLE TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATH.s 

Sepiemher 17, 17S5. 

"While at the stook the shearers eiiMk— wapers 

To shun llie bitter blaudin' shower, bcitiiig 

Or in gulravage rinnin' scower fonfusioa 

To pass the time, 
To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

My Musie, tired wi' monie a sonnet 

On gown, and ban', and douce black erare 

bonnet, 
Is grown right eerie, now she's done ic, fejirfiii 
Lest tliey should blame her, 

' A sobriquet borrowed ftom (he clerer old Scotch song, 
Moggy Liivder. 

3 At that fime enjoying the appointment of amttard aiid 
succfsaar (o the Eev. Peter Wodrow, minlBter of Torbolton. 
He was an escellent preacher, and a dedded moderate. He 
enjoyed the friendship of the Mootgomeries of CoiMeld, and 
of Burns, but unhappily ffell into low spirits, in cnnsequence 
nf his dependent situation, and became dissipated. He died 
in obscurity at Bossnl, in the I^e of Mnll, December 1825. 
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And rouse fheir holy thunder on it, 
And anatbem her. 

I own 'twas rash, and rather hardy. 
That I, a simple country bardie. 
Should meddle wi' a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me, 
Can easy, wi' a single wordie, 

Lows© h — upon me. 

But I gae mad at their grimaces, 
Their sighin', can tin', grace-proud faces, 
Their three-mile prayers, and hauf-mile gi-aces, 

Whase greed, revenge, and pride disgiuces 
Waur nor their r 



There's Gawn,^ misca't waur than a beast, 
"Wha, has mair honour in his breast 
Than mony scores as guid's the priest 

Wha sae abus't him; 
And may a hard no crack his jest 

Wliat way they've use't him? 

See him, the poor man's friend in need, 
The gentleman in word and deed, 
And shall his fame and honour bleed 

By woi'fhless skelium-, wn 
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All hail, Keligion \ raaid divine I 
Pardon a Muse sae mean as mine, 
Who in her rough imperfect line. 

Thus daurs to name ihPe ; 
To Stigmatise false friends of thine 

Can ne'er defame thee. 

Though blotch't and foul wi' mony a s 

And fai" unworthy of thy train, 

With trembling voi:'e I tune my strain 

To join with those 
Who boldly danr thy cause maintain 

In spite o' foes; 

In spite o' crowds, in stiile o' mobs, 
In spite o' undermining jobs. 
In spite o' dark banditti slabs 

At worth and merit. 
By scoundrels, even wi' hoJy robes, 

But hellish spirit. 

Ayr ! my dear, my native ground, 
Within thy presbyterial bound 
A candid liberal band is found 

Of public teachers. 
As men, as Christians loo, renowned. 

And manly preachers. 

Sir, in that circle you are named ; 
Sir, in that circle you are famed; 
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le, by whom your doctrine's blamed 
(Whidi giea you honour), 

•, by them your heart's esteemed, 
Aud winr 



Pardon this freedom I have ta'en, 
Aod if impertinent I've been, 
Impute it not, good su-, in ane 

\V)iase heart ne'er wranged ye, 
But to his utmost would befriend 

Ought that belanged ye. 



TO A MOUSE, 

iSOVEMIlER, 1783. 

It 13 more than, merely likely, that before the end 
of this year [!785] the notion of publishing had 
come upon Burns, and that he began accordingly 
to exert himself vigorously in the composition of 
poems uot strictly, aa for the most part hitherto, oc- 
caaiond. " Holding the plough," we are told by Gil- 
bert, "was a favorite situation with Robert for poetic 
composition, and some of his best verses were pro- 
duced while he was at that exercise." 

Wee, sleekit, cow'rin', lim'rous beastie, 
Ok what a panic's in thy breastie I 
Thou need na start aiva' sae hasty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! taatj clatter 
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I wad be laith fo rin and chase thee, 
Wi' murd'rmg pattle'* 

I'm truly sorry man 8 dommion 
Has broken Nature a social union, 
And justifies that ill opimon 

Which mikea tliee -tirtle 
At me, thy poor earthborn companion, 

And fellow-mortal 1 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; aonietim™ 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live ! 
A daimen icker in a thrave ^ 

'S a sma' request : 
I'll get a blessin' wi' the laive, isBt 

And never miss't ! 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 

Its silly wa'a the win's are strewin' ! 

And aaething now to big a new ane buiici 

0' foggage ° green, 
And bleak December's winds ensuin', 

Baith snell and keen ! shatp 

Thou saw the fields luid bare and waste, 
And weary winter comia' fast, 

1 The stick used for'clearing awaj the doda from the 
plough. 

2 An occasional ear of corn in a thrave — that is, twenty- 
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And cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
Till, crash '. the cruel coulter passed 

Out through thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves and stibble, 
Has cost thee monj a weaiy nibble ! 
Now thou's turned oul for a' thy trouble, 

But house or bald, without— hold 

To tliole the winter's sleety dribble, codu™ 

And cranreueh cauld 1 iioar-ftost 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane, »iona 

In proving foresight may be vain : 
Tlie besf-laid schemes o' mice and men. 

Gang aft a-gley, "mng 

And lea'e iis nought hut grief and pain, 

For promised joy. 

Still thou art blest, compared wi' me! 
The present only toucheth thee : 
Hut, och ! I backwai-d cast my e'e, 

On prospects drear ! 
And forward, though I canna see, 

I guess and fear.' 

' We have the testimony of Gilbert Bums that this baauti- 
fiil poem was composed while the author was following the 
plough. Burns ploughed with four horses, being twice 
the amount of power now reiinired on most of the soils of 
Scotland. He required an assistant called a gauthmaa, to 
drire the horses, hia own duly being to hold and guide the 
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The aimple pleasures of the Inwly train; 
To me mare deat, congeniiil to ray heart, 
One native chaim, than all the gloss of art. 

GOLDSKITH. 

" The following poeu w II bj many readers be weli 
enough undei'stood ; but or tbe sake of tho e nho are 
unacquaiiitud willi the man e s and trad t ona of the 
country where the scene is cas note art, adl d, to 
^ve some account of he i in pal charms at d pells 
of that night, ao big w h ] roj 1 e j to the pea a ry in 
the west of Scotland. Ihe passion ol prjing into 
foluviCy, makes a, striking part of (he history of human 
nature in its rude stale, in all stges and nations; and 
it may be soDie entertainment to a philosophic mind, 

plough. John Blane^ who had acted as gaudsman to Bums, 
and who lived sixty yeais afterwards, had a distinct recollec- 
tion of the turning up of (he mouse. Like a thoughtless 
youth as he nas, he ran after the creature to kill it, but was 
checked and recalled by his master, who, he observed, be- 
came therealter tlioughtful aad abstracted. Uurus, who 
treated his servants witJi the familiarity of fellow-laborers, 
soon atter read tlie poem to Blaue. 

I [Ail Hallow Eve, or the eve of All Saints' Day,] is 
thought to be a night wlien witches, devils, and other mis- 
ehie^making beings, are all abroad on their baneful midnight 
errands; parlicularly those aiiiial people, the tkiries, are said 
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if any such should honour tlie author with a perusal, to 
see the remains of it among the mofc unenlightened 

Upon that night, when feiries light 

On Cassilis Downans ' dance, 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze, fields 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 
Or for Colean the route is ta'en, 

Beneath the moon's pale beams, 
There, up the Cove^ to stray and rove, 

Araang the rocks and streams 
To sport that night, 

Amang the honnie, winding banks. 

Where Doon riiis, wimplin', clear, wheeling 
Wliere Biiice ' ance ruled the martial ranks, 

And shook his Cavrick spear, 
Some merry, friendly, country-folks 

Together did convene, 
To burn their nits, and pou their stocks, nuts— |iuu 

And baud their Halloween iiuia 

Fu' blithe that night- 



1 Certain litUe romantic, rocl!}', green liiils, in the neigh- 
Iwurhood of tlje ancient seat of (lie Eavis of Cassilis. — fi. 

3 A noted cavem near Colean House, called tlie Cove of 
Coleim; which, as neit as CassiUs Downans, is famed in coun- 
irj fltoty for being a favourite haunt of fairies. — S. 

s The famoHB feniilj of that name, the nnoestors of Rob- 
ert, the great deliverer of tis coHHtrj, wei-e Earls of Car- 
rick.— S. 
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The lafi^ei feat, and clemlj mal, Wm 

Mail braw than when thej'ii* fine. 
Then faces bliihe, fu' "Jweetlj kj the, ttow 

Heart^i leal, and warm and kin' true 

The lad- =ae trig, wi wooei bab- spru..-kn .. 

TVi'sl knotted on their garten, giricr 

Soni( unco bhte, and 'ujme wi' gibs lashfn— taiit 

Gar lai-es' heail- gang atartin' 

Whiles fast at night s™^i,me8 

Then, fiist and fuiemo-l, ibiough the kail, rabi^ge 

Then stocks^ miun a' be -ouglil ance, 
They ateek their een, •mA graip, ind doao— gwji" 

For muckle anes and -Iraoaht aiies siranhi 

Pool hav'icl "Will fell aff llie dntt, f -i 

And wandered through the bou ki:l cnbbat>"i 
And poii't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a son-tail. ='^"' 

Sle bow't th-»t night crooked 

1 The hr^t ceremony of Halloween m pulhng eadi a afock 
or pliuit of bail The^ mual ^u on! Iiand m hand w Ih pv e? 
Bhut, and pull the flTEt thev meet with : its b«ing big or little, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size and shape of the 
grand object of all their spells — the husband or wife. If any 
firdor earth sljck to the rool, that is tocher or fortune; and 
. the taste of the cusbic — that is, Che heart of the stem ~ ia in- 
dicative of the natnnil temper Bud disposition. Lastly, the 
atenis, or, t^ give them their ordinaiy appellation, the nmta, are 
placed somewhere above the head of the door, and the Chris- 
tian names of people ithoni chance brings into the house are, 
according to the priority of placing the runls, (he names in 
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Then ftiaught or crookpd ji d ot nane, 

They loar and iiy a fLioutliei ; in confudon 
The verj ^ee things todhn nn lotteriog 

Wi jjtocka outov\re tlieii shouther; 
And gif the tustoc t sweet or tour 

^1 joctelegs Ihfy laate them kntvM 

Sjne cozily abuoii the door Then 

Wi canine tare tUej re flacel them gemie 
If Ite tbat nght 

The lassea taw frac tning tlen i' stole 

To pou theit stalks o coin ^ 
But Bab shps out ind jinka il )ut, dodgea 

Beliint the muikle thorn 
He grippet Nelly hard anJ ft t 

Loud skilled % the la e scieamea 

But her tap pickle maist was lost, 

\\ hen kuittlin in the ftust hou e ' cuddling 
Wi him thit mglt 

The auid guidwife's weel-lioordlt nils' 
Are round and i-ound divided ; 

1 Tbey go to the barn-j-ard, and pull each, lit three several 
times, a Etalk of oats. If the third stalk wants the top-pickle 
— that is, the grain at the top of the stalk — the party in 
question v\i\ not continue spotless nnUI marriage- — B. 

* When the corn is in a doubtful state, hy being too green 
or wet, the stack-builder, hy means of old timl>er, &c., makes 
a large apartment in his stack, with an opening in the side 
which is feirest exposed to tliewind; tliia lie calls a fause- 

8 Burning the nuts is a famous charm. They name the lad 
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And mony lads' and lasses' fates 
Are there that night decided : 

Some kindle couthie, side by side, agr«awy 
And burn thegillier trimly ; 

Some start awa' wi' saucy pride, 

And jump out-owre tlie chimlie 

Fu' liigh tliat night. 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentie e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna fell ; 
But this is Jock, and this is me, 

She says in to hersel' : 
He bleezed owre her, and ^he owre him, 

As they wad never mair pari ; 
Till, fuff! he started up the luiii. chimiiej 

And Jean had e'en a sair Loart 
To see't that niglit. 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt, 

Was brunt wi' primsie Mallie ; aenmra 
And Mary, nae doubt, took the drurjl, ipet 

To be compared to Willie. 
Mall's nit lap out wi' pridefu' fling, 

And lier ain tit it brunt it ; (out 

While Willie lap, and swore, by jing. 

'Twas just the way he wanted 

To he lliat night. 

and lass to eaeb pardculsr nut as tlicy lay tlicin in the fire, 

and acconlingly as they turn quietly together, or start from 

twsidc one another, the course and issue of the courtship will 



.^hyGooglc 



Nell had the fause house in her mm', 

Slie pits heisd' and Rob m. 
In. loiiJig bleeze thej sweetly join, 

Till while in ase the} re sobbin Hha 

Nells heart wis dancm at the \iew, 

She whispered Rob to leuk for't 
Rob stowlms pried her bonny mou aiaaithiiy kisaca 

Fu' cozie in the neiik foi t 

Unseen that night 

But Merran sat behint their bicks, 

Her thoughts on Andiew Bell , 
bhe leies them ga>.hin at iheir ciacks, conTeraii^ 

And slip-, out by her el 
She throur;h the yard the neiiest taks, 

And to the kiln she goea then 
And d'lrkhns graipii for the bauki, cnHs-beuus 

And in the blueilue^ throns (hen, 
Right feai t that night 

And aye she win't, and aye she swat, windei 
I wat she made nae jaukin' ; daiijing 

Till something held within the pat, 
Guid L — ! but she was quakin'! 

1 Whoever would with success try this spell, must strictly 
observe these dirfotiona: — Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, 
and, darkling, throw into the pot a elae uf blue j-aro ; wind it 
in a clue off the old one, and towards the latter end some- 
thing will hold the tlu^ad; demand " Wha hauds?" —that 
is. Who holds? An answer will be returned from the kihi- 
pot, by naming the Christian and surname of your future 
spouse. — B. 
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But whether Inas the deil him el 
Oi «helher twas a bauk-en 6 

Or whether it was Andiew Bell 
Sie hi 11 wat ui tilk 

To 1 er ll t ni^l t 

Wee Jennj lo hci grannj ^ys 

Will ye go \\\ me granny' 

I II eat the apple ' at the „Ia s 

I ^it fiae Uncle Johnnj 
She fufft her pipe wi an i lunt, 

III math "he wis sae -vapiin 
She notic t na \n iizle brunt 
Hei braw new worset aproa 

Out through that ni^^ht. 

' Te little ''kel[ie limmei s tice jo 

I daur jou tr^ aiL pcrtii 
A= seek the foul thiet ony pi ice 

For him to "pae joui fortune 
Nap loubt but je miy get a Bight! 

Ureal caus ye hae lo teai it 
For mony a ane Ins gotten a fright, 

And hved and died deleeret 
On SIC a nighl 
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" Ae hairst afore tlie Sherra-moor — hstvest 

I mind't as weel's yestreen, 
I was a gilpey then, I'm sure jounggiri 

I was na past fifteen : 
The aimmer had been canld and wat, 

And stuff was nneo green ; 
And aye a rantin' kirn we gat, noiaj hitveEt-homs 

And just on Halloween 

It fell that night. 

" Our slibble ng ' was Eab M Graen, 

A clever sturdy fallow 
H s a n gdt Ep[ p S ra e-iii son 

Tl at 1 ed n Acl macalla 
He g hein[ eel I nnl 1 veel, 

And 1 e made i co 1 gU o t 
Eu no y a day was by 1 «tl 

He w-i sae sau'lj fr j,hled 
Tlat \pry git 

The p gat feel t n Tan e Fleck iisbtiug 

A d le awore by 1 o ence, 

1 The ieHder of the reapers. 

2 Steal out, unperceived, and sow a handful cif hamp-seed, 
hartowmg it with anything you can tonTSnientiy draw aftsr 
you. Repeat now mid then: "Hemp-Eoed I saw thee, hemp- 
seed I saw thee; and him (or her) that is to be my tnia love, 
come after me and pou thee." Look over your left shoulder, 
and you will see the appearance of the person involted in the 
attitude of pulling hemp. Some traditions say ; " Come after 
me, and sliaw thee" — that is, shew thyself; in which case 
it simply appears. Others omit the han«wing, and sayi 
"Come after me, and harrow thee," — B. 
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That he could an hemp-seed a peck ; 

Foi It waa a hut non en e. 
The auld guidmin nughtdown the pock, i- 

And out a hnndru gied him ; 
Syne bid him ehp fme ming the folk, 

Some lime nhen nae ine see'd him, 
And try t that nighl. 

He nnrcl e>. ll rou^^li ira ing the stacks. 

Though he wis something sturtin ; lii 

The gnip he for a harrow tiks, da; 

And h lurla it his curpm tlrogs 

And exeij no v and then he says: 

" Hemp seed I 'taw thee 
And hei thit lo ti !"p niy liss. 

Come after mo itid Hiw. thee 
A fast ihi'i n ght," 

He whislled up Loivl Lennox' march, 

To keep his courage cheery ; 
Although his hair began to arch, 

He was sae fley'd and eerie; Mg 

Till presently lie hears a squeak, 

And then a grane and gruntle ; 
He by his shouther ga'e a keek, 

And tumbled wi' a wititle 

Out-owre that nighf. 

He i-oared a horrid murder-shout, 

In dreadfu' desperation ! 
And young and auld cam rinnin' out, 
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And liear the sad narratiou : 
He 3wore 'twas hilchiii Jean M'Craw, bjiiiog 

Or croucliie Merraii Humpiiie, crook-backed 

Til], [.(op — she trotted Ihrough flieai a' — 

And wha was it but Grumphie the pig 

Asteer that night ! 

Meg fain wail tn the barn hae gaen, 

To win three wetlits o' naething;' coro-liasketB 
But for to meet the deil her lane, siono 

She pat but little faith in : 
She giea the herd a pickle nits, few 

And Iwa red-cheekit apples, 
To watch, while for ihe barn she sets, 

In hopes to see Tarn Kipplea 
That very nigiit. 

She turns the key wi' canny thraw, gentle twist 
And owre the threshold ventures ; 

But first on Sawny gies a ca'. 
Syne bauldly in she enters : 

1 Tliis charm must likewise be performed uaperceived, and 
alone. Ton go to the bnni, and open both doors, taking 
them off the hinges if possible ; for there is danger that the 
being about to appear ma;' shut tbe doois, and do you some 
miEchief. Then take that instrament used in winnowing the 
eoni, which, in our country dialect, we eall a wecht, and go 
throngh all the attitudes of letting down com against the 
wind. Repeat it three times ; and the third lime an appari- 
tion will pass through the bam, in at the windy door, and 
out at the other, having both die lignre In question, and the 
appearance or retijiue, marking the emploj'tiient or station in 
life — B. 
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A ration rattled up the wa', 

And she cried, " L — , preserve her ! " 
And ran through iuidden-)iolo ■" and n', 

And prayed wi' zeal and fervour, 
Fu' fast that niglit. 

Tliej hoy't out Will, wi' sair advice ; urgrf 

They hecht him some fine braw aiie ; promiBBi 
It chanced, the stack he faddom't thrice,^ 

Was timraer-propt for Ihrawin' ; timbHr— tivisUng 
He laks a swirly auld moss oak taoiiy 

For some black, grousome carlin; loathsome 
And loot a winze, and drew a stroke, ™iii 

Till skin in blypes cam haurlin' shrrfa— peoiing 
AfF's nieves that night. bands 

A wanton widow Leezie wa-i, 

As canty as a kittlin ; merty — kitien 

But, och ! that night, amiing the sliaws, »uuds 

She got a feai'fu' settlin' ! 
She through the whins, and by the cairn, gotBe 

And owre the hill gaed scrieven, Kcmmbiirig 
Where three hiirds' lands meet at a burn,^ 

To dip her left sark-sleeve in. 
Was bent that night. 

1 A gutter Ht the bottom of a dun^-hill. 

2 Take an opportunity of going, unnotifed, to a biran-stack, 
and tiitliom it tliree times round. Tlie laBt fattiom of ttie last 
time yon will calch in yonr arms the appearance of your 
fofure eonjngal yoke-ftllow. — B, 

^ Yon go out, one or more, for Uiis is a sodal spell, to A 
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"Wlijlea owre i linn the buitiit, plays, 

As through the glen it wimpl t " 

■Whjies round a rocky scaur it strays; 

Whyles in a wiel it diinplt 
Whyie- ghllertd to the nightly nys, 

Wi bickering dancing dizzle 
Whyles coolvit undernpith the braes, ^^ 

Beiow the "preading hi/el 

Unseen th it ni^ht 
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south rinning "pnng or riiulet where three lairds' lands 
meet, and d p j our left shirt aleevc Gi to bed in sight of a 
fire, a d hang >uur net slcevrj before it to drv Lie awake, 
and sometime near midnight an apparition, having the exact 
figure of the grand object in question, will coma and tam the 
sleeve, as if to dry the other side of It. — S. 

' Take three dishes ; put clean water in one, foul water in 
another, leave the tliird empty; blindfold a person, and lead 
him (o the hearth where the dishes are mnged; he (or she) 
dips the leil hand — if by chanoe in the clean water, the fii- 
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And every time great care is ta'en 

To see them duly cbangwj : 
Aulil Unde John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin' Mar's year ^ did def^ire, 
Because hf gat the loom ili^h thri^r empty 

He heaved them on the Are 

In wrath that night. 

W'i' merry sangs, and friendly craeks, 

I wat they did na weary ; 
And unco tales, and funny jokes, 

Their sports were cheap and cheery ; 
Till buttered so'ns,^ wi' fragrant lunt, >v^u 

Set a' their gabs a-steerin'; mouiba 

Syne, wi' a social glass o' strunl, suMts 

They parted aff careerin' 

Fu' blithe that night.' 

tura husband or wife will r»me to the l)ar of malrimony a 
maid; if in the foul, a widotr; if in the empty dish, it f»re- 
telia, with equal eertainty, no marriage at all. It is repealed 
three times, and every time the arrangement of Ihe dishes ia 
altered. — B. 

' The year 1TI5, when Ihe Eatl of Mar raised an insurrec- 
Uon In Scotland, 

' Sowens, [a dish made of the seede of oat-meal soured] 
with bntter instead of milk to them, is always the Hallow- 
een supper. — B. 

8 The most of the ceremonies appropriate to Halloween, in- 
cluding all those of an adventurous character, are now dis- 
used. Meetings of young people etill take place on that 
flvenmg, hoth in country and town, but their ftolics are nsnal- 
3y limited to ducking tbc apples in tnha of water — a cere- 
mony overlooked by Bums — (he lottery of tbe dishes, and 
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Mr J hn Ma\ne a tonp^ratnel^ b uil 1 llower 
of the btottish Musts had attemptBil a poem on the 
subject of Halloween forming twelve stanzas It ap 
puared in Puddiman s WeeUy Majazme NoTember 
1780, and therefore maj Iiave been sten b) Buino 
That the Ajrahire poet actually 'aw anl ii[roicd 
upon this composition can scar elj bt doubted [i'] 
after readm" the following peeimen' — 

' RangL 1 roil id a blecziig i j,le ^ude 
Wleie no vthei ciuld iifr hunger blda 
Tha i.irmcr', house «i secret pule 
l^ill a convene * * * 

' Placed at fheir head the guidwile 'iits 
And deals round apples pears and nits 
Sine tUls her guests how at ai bits 

\\ I ere h has been 
Bowles hae ffd t 1 Ik t e the i w ts male— l Be 

At HiU weei 



"A' things prepared in ordei due, 
Gosh guide''' ' what fearfu' pranks enr 
Some i' the kdnpat thiaw a due, 

At whilk, bedoen. 
Their sweetheails at the far end pu', 
At Halloween 

pulling cabbage^tHlk' The other ceromonits arf 
tenanted as more superetilious than is desirabl", a 
what dsngeraus. 
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'But 'twere 


a langsome fale to fell 


The gates < 


>" ilka charm and spell; 


Ance giun 


to saw hemp-seed himael'. 




Puir Jock M'Lean 


Plump in a 


. iillhj peat-pot feU, 




At Halloween. 


' Half-felled ■> 


vi" fear, and drookit weel, 


He frae the 


miro dought hardly spiel ; 


But frae that Hmc the silly chie) 




Did never grieit 


To cast his 


cantrips wi' the Deil, 




At Halloween." 



SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 



I'm three times douhly o'er your debtor, 
For your auld-farrant, frieiyly letter ; * 

Though I maua say't, I doubt ye Halter, 

Te speak sae fair : 
For my pair, silly, rhymin' clatter 



Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
Lang may your elbock jink and diddle, 



.^hyGooglc 



l3i BECOKD EPISTLE TO DAVIL. 

To cheer you through the weary widdle 
0' war'ly cares. 

Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld gray hairs. 

But, Bavie lad, I'm red ye're 

glaikit; '"3.1 

I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit ; 
And gif it's sae, ye sud be licket, 

Until ye fyke ■ 
Sic hauns as jou 'iud neer be faiket, 

Be liain t wha like 

For me, I'm on Pirnis,u-.' binik 
Rivin' the woid- to gir them clmk 
Whyles daez't wi love, whjles daez t wi' t 

Wi jitda oi masons , 
And whyles, but aye owic I'lte, I thmk, 

Braw sober lessons 

Of a' the thoughtles-, -uns o man 
Commen' me to (he b'»(die cha , 
Except it be some idle plan 

rhjmin ilmk, 
The devil-hae't, (that I sud ban I) dot 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livi 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin' ; 
But just the poucliie put the nieve in, 
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Jn-. 27.] TlIK ISUAr.S O BALl.OCiniYLE. 

And ■while ought's theie 
Then liiltie skiliie, we gae scrievin", sc 
And fiish nae mair. 

Leeze ine on rhyme ! it's oje a treasure 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure, [cimin< 
At hame, a-flel', at wark, or leisure ; 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Though rough and raploch be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Hand to the Muse, my dainty Davie : 
The warl' may play you monie a sliavie 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye, 

Though e'er Eae puir, 
Na, even though limpin' ivi' the spavif 

Frae door to door. 



THE BKAES 0' BALEOCHMYLE.' 

The Catrine wood* were yellow seen, 
The flowers dewiyed on Catrine lea, 

' Composed on the amiable anil excellent fiiniilj- of White- 
foord'E leaving BallDchmyle, when Sir John's misrortunee 

obliged him to. sell the estate S. Mark was Miss Wtiite- 

[oord, afterwards Mrs. Crauatoun. 
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Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green. 
But Nalure sickeneil on the ee. 

Through faded groves Maria sang, 
Hersel' in beauty's bloom the while, 

And aye the vfild-wood echoes rang, 
Fareweel the Braes o' Ballocbmyle I 

Low in your wintry bed=, ye flowers, 

Again ye'll flourish fresh and fair ; 
Ye hirdies dumb, in wifh'ring bowers^ 

Again ye'U charm the vocal air. 
But here, alas ! for me nae mair 

Shall birdie charm, or flow'ret smile ; 
Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel ! sweet Ballocbmyle ! 



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 



" Several of the poems," says Gilbert Burns, " were 
produced for (he purpose of bringing forward some 
favourite sentiment of the author. He used io j'emark 
to me, that he could not well conceive a more mortify- 
ing picture of human life than a man seeking work. 
In casdng about in his mind how this . ' 
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^T.27.1 MAS WAS MADE TO MOUJiN. ]37 

be brouglit fonvard, tiie clsgy Man teas made to Mown 
was composed." 

When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One evening, as I wandered forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spied a min whose aged step 

Sf-med weaiy, worn wilh eare ; 
His f^ci was fuiTowed o'er wiili years. 

And hoarj nas his hair. 

" Young stranger, whither wanderest thou ? " 

Began the I'everend sage : 
" Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, 

Or youthful pleasures rage 1 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou Iiast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of man. 

" The sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Outspreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour io support 

A haughty lordling's pride : 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty limes return, 
And every time has added proofs 

That man was made to mourn. 
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" Ob, man ! while in thy early yeara, 

How piwJigal of time ; 
Misspending all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious youtbful prime ! 
Alteniate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions bui-n ; 
Which tenfold I'orce gives Nature's law, 

That man was made to mourn. 

" Look not alone on youthful pi-ime, 

Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supported is his right: 
But see him on the edge of life, 

With cares and sorrows worn ; 
Then Age and Want,— ob ill-matched pair!- 

Shew man was made to mourn. 

"A few seem favourites of fate, 

In Pleasure's lap carest ; 
Tet think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, ob ! what crowds in every land, 

All wretched and forlorn ! 
Through weary life this lesson learn — 
■ That man was made to mourn, 

" Many and sharp the numerous ilia 
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«T. 27.] MAN WAS MADE TO MOUKN. 

More pointed si 11 we m ke ournelves 
Kegr t remorse ind shjne 

And n ir — who e 1 e t en e c 1 face 
The n las of love ad 

Man 1 I uman t/ to n an 

M kea couDtle & tt oi n 1 ou n ! 

' See JO ler poor oerl bo d glit, 

S abje t ue n anl ie 
Wl o beg a broti er ol tl e e irih 

To g ve hm lea e o to 1 
An 1 bee 1 s iordij t Ho v vorm 

Tl e poor j el t o &p rn 
UcmnJfui ihough i weef " nfe 

A 1 lelpless oft pi g n m 

' It In de o el yon lo-dlng shve - 

P Natn e 3 la \ le „ e 1 ~ 
Wly na*! an dependent wi 1 

E ei plan ed i mj nji d ? 
If not wl V an I sub|ec( to 

H cr eltj r com 
Or why la n a tl e (11 nd po ver 

To make 1 s fello v mo 

let let ot tl too n uch my son, 
D sturb tl y you I ful breast 

Tl & part al V e of hum in kind 
I suulj not the la t 

The poor oppressed honest man 
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IW MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN, [178E 

Had never, sure, been born. 
Had ihere not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn ! 

"Oh, Death! the poor man's dearest friend — 

Tlie kindest and llie best ! 
Welcome ihe hour, my aged limbs 

Are laid willi thee at rest ! 
The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow. 

From pomp and pleasure lorn ! 
But, oh ! a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn ! " ' 

1 The metrical structure, and some other fenfnrea of thi 
poem, may be traced to an old stall-ballad, entilled tlie Llj 
and Age of Man, which Mr. Cromet recovered, and whic 

" Upon the sixteen hunder year 

Of God and flfty-three, 
Frae Cliriat was horn, that bought us dear, 

As vritings teatifie ; 
On Janoaiy the sixteenth diiy, 

As I did ly alone, 
With many a sigh and sob did say, 

Ah ! man is made (o moan." 
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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 



"Letnotambi 


lion mock their nseftil to 


Theip horns 


ilv jovB and destiny ohsc 


Nor (jmodsu. 


rhcar.withadisdmnful: 


The shorts 


ind simple annuls of tlie j 



-Gray. 

Robert had begun, mcpe time before hia father's 
death, to take a part in the fanijly devotions, reading 
" the chapter " and giving out (he paalm. After the 
death of William Burness, it fell to the poet by right 
of ancient cuetom, he being the eldest born, to take on 
himself the whole fiinclJon of the family-priest, and he 
conducted the cotlage-worsliip every night when at 
home during the whole lime of his residence at Moss- 
giel. More than this, his siatev and another surviving 
member of (he household speak in the ivannest terms 
of the style of his prayers. The latter individual* 
states, that he has never since listened to aiij-tbing 
equal to these addresses. These facts, it will be ad- 
mitted, form an interesting prelude to the beautiful 
poem in which Bums has placed in everlasting re- 
membrance tliis phase of the rustio life of Scotland. 
Gilbert Bums gives us an account of what imniedi- 

1 Probahiy the first verse and inscription to Mr. Aiken 
were added afterwards. 

2 Mr. William Konald, now a farraei- in the neighborhood of 
Beith, in Ayrshire (1854). 



.^hyGooglc 



142 cotter's SATURDAY NIGHT [l'"<^ 

ately prompted his brother to compose thn immortal 
work. "He had frequently "gaya Gilbert, 'remaikeil 
to me fliat lie thought there was something pecaharh 
venerable in the phrase ' Let us worship God,' used 
by a decent sober head of a family introduLing fam- 
ily-worship. To this sentiment of the author the 
world is indebted for the Colter's Saiurdan Night." 
It needs only further to be remarked, (hat the poet 
found a model in one of the best poems of his prede- 
cessor Fei^sson, entitled The Farmer's Ingle. 

My ioved, my honoured, much -respected 
friend ! 
No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end ; 
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and 

praise. 
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 
The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless 

What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! though his worth unknown, far happier 
there, I ween ! 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry 

The Bhort'niug winter-day is near a clo^e ; 
The miry beasts retreating fi-ae the pleugh. 
The black'ning trains o' craws to their 
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cottkr's s.vtuuday sight. 1+3 

The toii-wom cotter frae his labour goes, — 

This nigtit bis weekly moil is at an end, — 

Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend, 
. And weary, o'er the moor, his course does 
hameward bend.' 

At length liis lonely cot appears in view, 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th expectant wee things toddlm 

etacher thiongh "tobgm 

To meet their dad, wi flichlenn flnt enug 

noive and glee 
His wee bit mgle, hlinVing bonniU 
His clean bearthbline liis tliiiftie wifif - =mile 

The liBpmg mfitnt prattling > n his knee 
Doei a his weary kiaugh and care smietj 
beguile. 
And makes him quite foi^et his labour and his toil. 

1 The opening verse of The Farmer') IngU beare a consid- 
erable resemblance to this; — 
" Whan gloamin' grnv outiwra the welkin Iteeks, 
Wlian Biiwtie ca'e the oween to the byre, 

Whan Thrasher John, eair dang, his bam-door j^ed 

Whan lusty laasea at the dighting tire — winnowing 

What bangs Ai' leal tbe e'en ing's coming cauld, beati— wuij 

And gars snaiv-lappit winter IVeezB in vain, moliei 

Gars dowie mortals ioolt baith blithe and bonld, 

Nor fleyed wi' a' the puitt.ith o' (he plain — MgatemH. 
B«giD, my Muae. and chant in hamelj strain," 
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144 cotter's SATURDAY SIGHT. [1783. 

Belyve, the elder bairns come Bj and by 

drapping in, 
At service out, amang Ihe farmei'S- roun' : 
Some ca' the pieugh, some herd, some 

tentle rin atwntiveiy 

A cannie errand to a neibor town : easy 

Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman 

grown. 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'y, 

Comes hame, perhaps to shew a braw new 

Or deposit her sair-won penny-fee, ws^as 

To help her parents dear, if they in hardship 
be. 

With joy unfeigned, brothers and sisters 

And each for other's weelfare kindly 

The social honrs, swift- winged, unnoticed 
fleet; 
Each tells the uncos that he sees or ne™ 

The parents, partial, eye their hopeful 

Anticipation forward points the view. 

The motlier, wl' her needle and her shears, 
Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the 

The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 
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jiT. 27.] cotter's satdeday night. 145 

Their master's and their mistress's command, 

The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 
And mind their labours wi' an eydeut diitgent 

And ne'er, tbougli out o' sight, to jauk tiaiir 

or play: 
" And ob ! be sure to fear the Lord alway ! 
And mind your duty, duly, morn and night 1 
Lest in templalion's path ye gang astray, 
^ Implore His counsel and assisting might : 

^r- ■ I They never sought in vain that sought the 
J ^4 Lord aright!" 

■^--"^ ' 

--'■' \^?^'' ^^'^^ ' ^ ^"-P '^mp'i gently to Ihe door ; 
1 ^ Jenii}', wha ken'* the meanui^ o' tlif same, 
T'ells how a neibov lad cam o'er the moor, 
To do some errands, and eonsoy her hame. 
Tlie wily mother sees the eonsrious flame 
Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek; 
With heart-struck anxiou'! care mquires 
his name. 
While Jenny hafilin'! is afraid to speak ; half 
Weel pleased the molher hears it's nae wild, 
worthless rake. 

Wi' kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben ; ju 
A strappin' youth ; he taks the mother's eye j 

Blithe Jenny sees the visit's no ill-ta'en ; 
The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and 
kye. 
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! COTTEU'S BATOBDAY NIGHT. 

The youngster's artless lieart o'erf 



But blate aod lathtfii', scarce bashtui— heritoting 
can weel behave ; 
The mother, wi' a woman'a wiles, caJi spy 
What roakes the youth sae bashfu' and sae 


grave: 

Weel pleased to think her 
like the lave. 


■ bairn's respected 

other p«pl8 



Oil happy love ! — where love like this is 

\ Oh heartfelt raptures! — bliss beyond com- 

,/ Fve paced much this weaiy, mortal round, 
' And sage experience bid* me thia declare : — 
/ If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure 

' One cordial in thi"! melancholy vale, 

'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair 
In other's arms bwathe nut the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
evening gale. 

Is there, in human fnrra, that bears a heart, 
A wretch, a villain, lost to love and truth, 

That can, with studied, sly, ensnaiing art, 
Betray 'swei't Jenny's unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his pcrjur'd arts ! dissembling 
smooth ! 
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a:T. 27.] cotter's SATURDAY NIGHT. 147 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exiled? 

Is there no pitj, no reienting ruth, 
Points to the parents fondling o'er their child ? 
Then pfiints the ruined maid, and their distrac- 

But now ihe supper crowns their simple 

board, — 

The halesome parritch, chief of porridge 

Scotia's food ; 

The soupe their only hawkie does afford, cow 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows poreii 

her cood : 
The dame brings forth, in complimenlal 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd weii-aiTod 

Jiebbnck, fell, cheesa — biting 

And aft he's prest, and aft he ca's it guid ; 
The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' tweitemonth 

lint was i' the bell, Hm wsa in flower 

The eheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face, 
They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 

The sire turns o'er, with patriarchal grace, 
The big ha' Bible, ance his father's pride; 
Hia bonnet rev'rentJy is laid aside, 

His lyart hafFets wearing thin and graj tempiea 

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion 
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148 COTTERS SATiniDAY NIGHT. [1785. 

He wales a portion witli judicious care;MiM<a 
And " Let us worship GoD ! " he says, with 
solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple 

They tune their hearts, hy far the noblest 



Perhaps Dundee's Vvild-warbliug n 

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name, 
Or noble Elgin beets the heavenward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays: ifeeia 
Compared with these, Italian trills are 

The tickled ear no heartfelt raptures raise; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator'B praise. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page — 

How Ahram was the friend of God on 
high; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

Witli Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 

Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ires 

Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 
Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme — 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was 
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150 COTTER'3 SAXUKRAY night. [1736. 

The Power, iucensed, the pageant will 
deseirt. 
The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole; 

But, haply, in some cotlage far apart, 
May hear, well pleased, the language of the 

And in His book of life the inmalei poor enrol. 

Then homeward all lake off their several way ; 

The youngling coltagera retii'e to rest : 
The pai-ent-pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven ihe warm 
rpqueit. 

That He, who stills the raven's clamorous 

And decks ihe lily fair in flowery pride, 

Would, in the way His wisdom sees the best, 
For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But, chiL-fly. in their hearts with grace divine 
preside. 

Procn scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs. 
That makes her loved at home, revered 

Puncea and lords are but the breath of kings, 
' An honest man's the noblest work of God;" 
And cenes, m fair Virtue's heavenly road, 
■-' The cottage leaves the palace far behind : 

What IS a lordling'3 pomp? — a cumbrous 
load. 
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Disguising oft the wi'etch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refined ! 

/Oh Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is 
; sent, 

1 Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 
,L.- Be blest wiih health, and peace, and sweet 

., -ce-^' content! 

^ ', And oh ! may Heaven their simple lives 

1 J--.. ,j 'Pt(yra luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 

:." ; Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 
''""'^ ; A virtuous populace may rise the while, 

' And stand a wall of Are around their much- 
loved isle. 

Oh Thou ! who poured the patriotic tjde, 
That streamed through Wallace's undaunted 

Who dared to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 

(The patriot's Gkid, peculiarly tliou art, 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !) 

Oh never, never, Scotia's i-ealm desert ; 
But still the patriot, and the patriot bard, 
In brigfit succession raise, her ornament and 
guard ! 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEIL, 



ADDllESS TO THE DEIL. 



That ied th' embattkd seraphim to war! " — Milton. 

The iildre!,s to the Ded ajipeara to bave been 
produced in early winter, probablj before the month 
of Noicmber hail expired Gilbert recollected his 
brother repeating the poem to him as thev were going 
together with their carta to bnng cjil for the family 

Oh thou I nhdte^ei title ^>ujt tliee, 
AuJd Homie laitaii, ^lck, oi tlootie,-' 
Wha in yon cavern grim and sootie, 

Closed under hatches, 
&piiiges about the brunslane cootie,' aashes 

To scaud poor wrt-tchea ' 

Hear me luld Hangie, for a wee, 
And let poor d — d bodies be 
Im sure sma pleasure it^can gie, 
F en to a de I, 



Burn'' here imagiiies a fbc 
ootu. ai emploied bj Satan it 
the nnfbrtunstei under hi^ care 
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*T 2-] ADDRESS TO THE DF.II., 

T) ukelp anil •■c'lud puor dogs like mi;, 
And hear «= squeel ! 

Great IS thy power, and great tliy fame ; 
Far kenned and noted is thy name ; 
And though yon lowin' heugh's thy hame, 

rhou tra\els tai ; (flaming i 

And, faith! thouV neither I^.nor lame, 

!Nor blate nor scaur, baehfui — casiij j 

Whyles, ranging like a roaring lion. 
For prey a' holes and corners tryin' ; 
Whyles on the strong-winged tempest flyin' 

Tirlin' the kirks ; Cnw 

Whyles in the human bosom pvyin', 

Unseen thon lurks. 

I've heard my reverend grannie say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where aoJd ruined casties gray 

Nod to the moon, 
Te fright the nightly wanderer's way 

Wi' eldritch croon. fearfni 



When twilight did my grannie f 

To say her prayers, douce honest woman ! 

Aft yont the dike she's heard you bummin 

Wi' eerie drone ; i 

Or, rustlin', through the boortrees comin', »id« 

Wi' heavy groan. 
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Thence countra wives, wi' toil and pain, 
May plunge and plunge the kirn in vain ; <* 
For, oh ! the yellow treasure's ta'eii 

By witching skill ; 
And dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie's gaen petted— n 

As yell's the bili. miikkss- 

Thence mystic knots mak great abuse, 

On young guidmen, food, keen, and croDse, 
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iET.iJ.] AD])KBSa TO TUiC DEIL. 1 

When the beat wark-luine i' the house, 

By cantrip wil, 
Is instant made no worth a iouae, 

Just at the bit. 

When tliowes dissolve the siiawy lioord, 
And float the jinglin' icy boord, 
Tiien water-kelpies haunt the fbord. 

By your direction ; 
And 'nighted travellers are allured 

To tlieir destruction. 

And aft jour moss tij,*eraing tpunkies 
Decoj the Wight tint Ute ind drunk is 
The bleezin', tur'-l, mischievoun monkeys 

Delude his eje-, 
Till in some miij siough he ^unk is, 

Neei mur to rise 

When mason's mj~tic word and grip, 
In '■torms and tempebis r^iee you up, 
Some cotk or eat jour rige miun stop. 

Or, stiangp to tcl! ' 
The youngest brother ye wad wJiip 

Aff straught to h — ' 

Lung sjne, in Eden's bonn^ jai^j 
When joulhfu Joiers ftr^t weie paiied. 
And all the ■^iul of io\e they shaied 
The lij-tund hour. 
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156 ADDUESS TO THE DEIL. 

Sweet on the fragrant flowery swaird, 
In shady bower,' — 

Then you, ye iiuld sneck-drawing dog I ' 

Ye came to Paradise incog. 

And played on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa' !) 
And gied the infant warld a shog, 

'Maist rained a'. 

D'ye mind that day, when in a bJzz, 
Wi' reekit duds, and reestit smonedciotnes- 

gizz, hair 

Te did present your smootie phiz 

'Mang better folk, 
And sklented on the man of TJza 

Your spitefu' joke ? 

And how ye gat him i' your thrall, 
And brak him out o' house and hall, 
"While scabs and blotches did him gall, 
Wi' bitter claw, 

> This verse ran originally us follows : — 



Lang syne 


■, in Eden'a happy scene, 


When ata 


ippin' Adam's days were green, 


And Eve ^ 


Has like my bonnie Jean, 




My dearest part, 


A dancin', 


, sweet, young bandsome r[uean, 
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And lows'd his ill-tong«ed, wicked scawl, acomiag wife 
Was warat ava? 

But a your doing* to leheaise, 

YuuT «ily snares and fechtin' fierce, flghiing 

Sin that day Michael did jou fierce, 

Down to thl^ linie. 
Wad ding a Lilian tongue or Er-e, Lonumd 

In prose or ihyme 

And now, auld Cloots, I ken ye re ihinkin", 

A cerldin bardie s rantin' dnnkin', 

Some luckless hour will send him linkin' tumbiins 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith ! he'll turn a comer jinkin', dodpng 

And cheat you yet. 

But fare you weel, auld Nickie-beo ! 
wad ye tak a thought and men' I 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — perhaps 

Still hae a stake — 
I'm wae lo think upo' yon den, 

Even for your sake ! 
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THE JOLLY BEGGARS. 



ON JOHN DOVE, 



Hebe lies Johnny Pigeon ; 
What was his religion? 

Wha e'er desires to ken, 
To some other warl' 
Maun follow the carl, 

For here Johnny Pigeon had 

Strong ale was ablution, 
Small beer persecution, 

A dram was memento mori ; 
But a futl-fiowing bowl 
Waa the joy of his soul. 

And port was celestial glory. 



THE JOLLY BEGGAK8: 



Tl poem d r*t 1 t h b founded on 

th ] oe b t t I so e which one 

ht m t h ) wh mpanj w th his friends 

Jh Rh ladJ Sm th h dropped acci- 

d t llj a 1 t h h h mbl hostelry of 

Mrs C h m f'ui I I ml Poosie Nansie. 

Aft w t m h J II t am i^t a company 
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And infant fiosta begin to bite, 

It! hoiry cranieuch drest; 
Ae mght at e en a merry core 

O rindie gangrel bodie-i » 

In Poosie Ninsie s heM the sploi'e, 
To drink their oits duddies ; au 
Wi qiiiffing ai 1 la t n 

They ranted ni tl y aa 
Wi jumping an 1 tl u np n 
The vera giidle 

First, niest the fire auld d a 
Ane lat, weel biuced m aly b 



t h ttag f baking cakes 
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And k))a[. ack a in older 
His do-ij lay within his arm 
Wi' usquebae and blankei waim — 

Sbe bhnket on her codger 
And aye he gies the tozie dnb 

The tither 'ikelpin ki si 

While ohe held up her greedy gab 
Just like an imnos dih' 

Ilk amick atill did crack itiU, 

Just like a eadget whip, 

Then staggeiing ■ 

He roared this ditty up 



tasB — SoiSsrs' Joy. 
I am a ?on of Mars, who have been in many wars, 
And shew my cuts and scars wherever I come ; 
This here was for a wench, and that other in a 

trench. 
When welcoming the French at the sound of 
the drum. 

Lai de dandle, etc. 

1 The Scottish beggars used to eatry a large wooden dish 
fbr the reception of any alms which took the shape of food. 
The same utensil aeems to have once lieen (if it is not so 
still 1 a part of the accoutrements of a continental beggar. 
When the revolted Nethetlanders, in the sixtfienth centary, as- 
sumed the character of Les Gaeax, or the Beggars, a heggar'g 
leooSen cap was one of their insignia. 

2 A cadger is a man who travels the country wilh a horee 
or ass, carrying two panniers loaded with varions merchaii- 
diae for the country-people. — Crombk. 
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.ET. 27.] THE JOLLY BEGGARS, 161 

My 'prenticeship I past where nij leader breathed 

his last, 
When the bloody die was cast on the heighta 

of Abram ; ' 
I served out my tvade when the gallant game 

was played, 
Add the Morro^ low was laid at the sound of 

the drum. 

Lai de daudle, etc. 

I lastly was with Curtis, among the floating- 
batteries,' 
And there 1 left for witness an arm and a 

Yet let my country need me, with Elliot^ to head 

I 'd clatter on my stumps at the sound of a drum. 
Lai de daudle, etc. 

1 The battle-ground in front of Quebec, where Wolfe M 
victoriously, September, 1759. 

* El Mono, thH lastle which defends the enfiance to the 
harbor of Santiago or St. Jago, a small island near the eoutlt- 
em shore of Cuba. It is situated OQ an eminence, the abnt- 
uieiits being out out of the limestone rock. — Logan's Notes 
of a Toar, etc. Edinbnrgi, 1838. In 1763, this eaeOe was 
stormed and taken by the British, att^r which the Hnvaait 
was sarrendered, with spoil to the value of three millions. 

> Tiie deBtniction of the Spanish floating-batteries during 
the famous siege of Gibraltar in 1783 — on which occasion the 

the heroic exploit here referred to. ^MothebwblI-. 

* George Ai^gustus Elliot, created Lord Heathfield for his 
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162 THE JOLLT BEGGARS. [1785. 

And now though I must beg, with a wooden 

arm and leg. 
And many a tattered rag hanging over my 

I'm as happy with my wallet, my bottle and 
my callet, w™cb 

As when I used in scarlet (o follow a drum. 
Lai de daudle, etc. 

What though with hoaiy locks I must stand the 

winter shocks, 
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes for a 

home, 
When the t'other bag I sell, and the t'other 

bottle tell, 
I could meet a troop of h — at the sound of a 

drum. 

Lai de daudle, etc. 

KBCITATIVO. 

He ended ; and the kebars shenk, raB«n 

Aboon the chorus roar ; 
While frighted rations backward leak. 

And seek the benmost bore. innermost 

A fairy fiddler frae the neuk, 

He skirled out "Encore!" Bquoftied 

But up arose the martial chuck. 

And laid the loud uproar. 
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Tune — Soldier Lmldh. 
I once was a maid, though I cannot tull when, 
And still my delight is in proper young men ; 
Some one of a troop of di-agoons was ray daddie, 
No wonder I 'm fond of a sodger laddie. 
Sing, Lai de lal, etc. 

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade, 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 
His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so 

Transported I was with my sodgec laddie. 
Sing, Lal de lal, ete. 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch, 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the church ; 
He ventured the soul, and I risked the body -r- 
Twas then I proved false to my sodger laddie. 
Sing, Lal de lal, etc. 

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot, 
The regiment at large for a husband I got; 
From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready, 
I asked no more but a sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, etc 

But the peace it reduced me to beg in despair, 
Till I met my old boy at a Cunningham fair; 
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164 THE JOLLY BEGGARS. [178S. 

His rags regimental they fluttered so gaudy, 
My lieart it rejoiced at a sodger laddie. 

Sing, La! de fal, ate. 

And now I have lived — I know not how long, 
And Ettll I can join in a cup and a song ; 
But whiisi; with hoth tiands I can hold the glaes 

steady. 
Here's to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie. 
Sing, Lai de lal, etc. 

RiMITATIVO. 

Poor Merry Andrew in the neuk, 

Sat guzzhng wi' a tinkler hizzie ; wmch 

They mind't na wha the chorus teuk. 

Between themselves they were sae husy. 
At length wi' drink and courting dizzy, 

He stoitered up and made a face ; ataggend 
Then turned, and laid a smack on Grizzie, 

Syne tuaed his pipes wi' grave grimace. 



TcsE—AuU sir Symm. 

Sir Wisdom's a fool when lie's fou, 
Sir Kuave is a fool in a session ; ^ 

He's there but a 'prentice I trow. 
But I am a fool by profession. 
' Meaning, apparfntly, yAita under tiiul for m 
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r. 27-] THE JOLLY BEQGAKS. 165 

My grannie she bought me a beuk, 
And I held awa' to the school ; 

I fear I my (alent misteuk, 

But what will ye hae of a fooi ? 

For drink I would venture my neck, 
A hizzie's the half o' my craft, 

But what could ye other espeot 

Of ane that's avowedly daft ? insane 

I ance was tied up like a stirk, buUoct 

For civilly swearing and quaffln' ; 

I ance was abused in the kirk, 

For touzling a lass i' my rumpling 

daffln. merrioient 

Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport. 
Let naebody name wi' a jeer ; 

There's even, Tm tauld, i' the court 
A tumbler ca'd the Premier, 

Observed ye, yon reverend hd 
Maks faces to tickle the mob ' 

He rails at our mountebank iquid — 
It's nval-hip ju'it i' the job 

And now my conclusion 111 tell 
For faith I'm confoundedly dry ; 

The chiel that* a fool for him>el', 
Guid L — ' he's lar difter than I. 
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THE JOLLT BEGGARS. 



TiiGd uiest outfipak a raiicle cai'lin, stout 
"Wha kent fu' weel to cleek !he sterling, 
For monie a pursie she had hooked, 
And had in monie a well been ducked. 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie, 
But weary fa' the waefu' woodie ! 
Wi' sighs and sobs she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandman, 



TuHE — an' ye tcere dead Guidmeai. 
A H JiKnd lad my love was bom, 
The LiwKnd laws he held m scorn, 
But he still waa faithfu to bis clan 
My gallant braw John Highlandman 



Sing hei mj braw John Highlandman ! 
hing ho my Iraw John Highlandman ! 
There s not \ hd in a the Un 
Was match for my John Highlandman. 

With his phihbeg and fartan plaid 
And guil claymore down by hio side, sm 

The Hdies heart he dii trepan 
Ml gilhnt bii" John H JihnJman 
Sin ' h \ etc 
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We rangfed a' from Tweed lo Spey, 
And lived like lords and ladies gay; 
For a Lawland face he fearfed none, 
My gallant braw Jolin Higlilandman. 
Sing, hey, etc. 

They banished him beyond the sea, 
But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adown my cheeks the pearls ran, 
Enibracing my John Highlandman. 
Sing, hey, etc 

But, oh ! they cafclied him at the last, 
And bound him in a dungeon fast ; 
My curse upon them every one, 
They've hanged my braw Johu Highlandmau. 
Sing, hey, etc 

And now a widow, I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne'er return ; 
No comfort but a hearty can. 
When I think on John Highlandman. 
Sing, hey, etc. 

REOITATIVO. 

A pigmy seraper, wi' his fiddle, 
Wha used at trysia and fairs to driddle, piij 
Her strappin' limb and gaucy middle plump 

(He reached na higher) 
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IGS THE JOLLY BEOGAHS. [1785. 

Had holed his heartie like a riddle, 
And blaivn't on fire. 

Wi' hand on haunch, and upward e'e, 

He crooned hia gamut, oae, two, three, murmnred 

Then in an arioso key, 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wi' allegretto glee 

His giga solo. tioii" 



TvsK~Whistle omre the lave o't. 

Let me ryke up to diglit that tear, rMch— wipe 
And go wi' me and be my dear, 
And then your every care and fear 

May whistle owre the lave o't. rest 

CHORUS. 

I am a fiddler to my trade, 
And a' the tunes that e'er I played, 
The sweetest still to wife or maid, 
Was whistle owre the lave o't. 

At kirns and weddings we'se be there, iiarTMWnppBre 
And oh! sae nicely's we will- fare ; 
We'll bouse about till Daddy Care 
Sings whistle owre the lave o't. 
I am, etc. 
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ET. 27.] THE JOLLT BEOGARS. 1 

Sae merrily the banes we'll pyke, p 

And sun oursel's about the dike, 
And at our leisure, when ye like, 
"We'll whistle owre the lave o't. 

But bless me wi' your heaven o' charms, 
And while I kittle hair on thairma^^ 
Hunger, cauld, and a' sic harms. 
May whistle owre the lave o'L 



KECITATIVO. 

Her charms had struck a sturdy caird. 
As weel as poor gut-scraper; 

He taks the fiddler by the beard, 
And draws a rusty rapier. 

He swore by a' was swearing worth, 
To speet him like a pliver, 

Unless he wad from that time forth 
Relinquish her for ever. 

Wi' ghastly e'e, poor Tweedle-dee 

Upon his hunkers bended, 
And prayed for grace wi' ruefu' face. 

And sae the quarrel ended, 

' While I apply liait to catgut 
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But though his litlle heart did grieve 
When rotind the tinkler prest her, 

He feigned to snirtle in his sleeve, 
When thus the caird addressed her: 



TuNK— Cloat fte Cavdron. 

My bonny lass, I work in brass, 

A tinkler is my station. 
I've travelled round all Christian ground 

In this ray occupation : 
I've ta'en the gold, I've been enrolled 

In many a noble squadron ; 
But vain they searched, when off I inarched 

To go and clout the caudron pateii 

I've ta'en the gold, etc. 

Despise tliat shrimp, that withered imp, 

Wi' a' his noise and eap'rin'. 
And tak a share wi' those that bear 

The budget and the apron. "** 

And by that stoup, my iaith and houp, 

And by that dear Kilbagie,' 
If e'er you want, or meet wi' scant. 

May I ne'er weet my craigie. throat 

And by that stoup, etc. 



.^hyGooglc 



HECITATrvO. 

The caird prevailed — the unblushing fair 

In his embraces sunk, 
Partly wi' love o'ercome aae sair, 

And partly she was drunk. 
Sir Violino, with an air 

That shewed a man of spunk, 
Wished unison between the pair, 

And made the bottle clunk 

To their health that night. 

But burchin Cupid shot a shaf^ 

That played a dame a shavie, trict 

The fiddler raked her fore and aft, 

Ahint the chicken cavie. beo-cw 

Her lord, a wight o' Homer's craft, 

Though limping wi' the spavie, 
He hirpled np, and lap like daft, tothie 

And shored tJiem Dainty Davie ihreat«ni 
0' boot tJiat night. 

He was a care-defying blade 

As ever Bacchus listed. 
Though Fortune sair upon him laid, 

His heart she ever missed it. 
He had nae wish but — to be glad, 

Nor want but — when he thirsted ; 
He hated nought but — to be sad. 

And thus the Muse suggested 
His sang that night. 
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TUI.F — F«-o > aada la 
I am t birl of no regard 

Wi' gen le folki and a that 
But Homer 1 ke t! e glo vr bykf i 

Prae tonn to fo I d av thit 



For a that and a that 

And t V ce a mackle i a that 

I\e b t but ane Ive tva beh n 
I ve w fe ene gh for a fl it 

I never drank the Mu es stank 
Castahas bum and a that 

But th re it strean in! r hlj rean 
My Helcoi 1 <& tUt 

For a that etc. 

Great love I bear to a ll e fa r 

Their humble slave anl •» that 
But lordly w 11 I hold t till 
A mortal « d to thraw that 
lor a that etc 

la ra] tures s ve t tl 1 r we meet 
Wi lautuil lo e and a tl it 

But for how la g the fl p may sta g 
Let ncl aat on !a v hat. 

For a that etc 



.^hyGooglc 



ET. 27.] THE JOLLY BEGGARS. J 

Their tricks and craft have put me daft, 
They've U'en me in, and a' ihat ; 

But clear your decks, and here's ike sex; 
I like the jads for a' that. 



Ft* a' that, and a' that, 

And twice as muckle's a' that ; 
My dearest bluid, to do them guid. 

They're welcome till't tor a' that. 



So sang the bard — and Nansie's wa's 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 

Re-echoed from each mouth : 
They loomed their pokes, and pawned 

their duds, 
They scarcely left to co'er their fuds, 

To quench their lowin' droutli. 
Then owre agmn, the jovial ihrang 

The poet did request, 
To loose his pack and wale a sang, 
A ballad o' the best ; 
He rising, rejoicing. 

Between' his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him, and found them 
Impatient for the chorus. 
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TUHE —Jotly Mortals, JiU your Glatiu. 

See tlie smoking bowl before us, 
Mark our jovial ragged ring ! 

Bound and round take up the chorus, 
And in raptures let us sing. 

CHORUB. 

A fig for those by law protected ! 

Liberty's a glorious feast ! 
Courts for cowards were erected, 

Churches built to please the priest. 

What is title ? what is treasure ? 

"What is reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasure, 

'Tis no matter how or where ! 
A fig, etc. 

With the ready trick and fable, 
Round we wander all the day; 

And at night, in barn or stable. 
Hug our doxies on the hay. 



Does the train-attended carriage 
Through the country lighter rove ? 
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THE JOLLT 



Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of love ? 
A fig, etc 



Life is all a 1 

We regard not how it goes ; 
Let them cant about deeorum 

Who have characters to lose. 
A fig, etc. 

Here's to budgets, bags, and wallets ! 

Here's to all the wandering train ! 
Here's our ragged brats and callets ! tmUn 

One and all cry out — Amen ! 

A fig for those by law protected ! 

Liberty's a glorious feast ! 
Courts for cowards were erected, 

Churches built to please the priest,' 

1 " In, one or two passages of the JoSj Beggars, ihe Muse 
has slightly treapasaed on decorum, where, in the language 
of Scottish song — 

' High kilted was she, 
As she gaed owre the lea.' 
SomeUiing, however, is to be allowed to the nature of the 
subject, and something to the education of the |H>et; and if 
from veneration to the namea of Swift and Diydeo. we toler- 
ate the grosenesE of the one and the indelicacv of the other, 
the respect due to that of Bums may surely claim indulgence 
Bit a few light strokes of broad humour." — Sir Walter 
ScoiT. 
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EPISTLE TO JAMES f 



TO JAMES SMITH. 



Dear Smith, the ■^leeeal, paulvie thief c 
That e'er attempted "tealth oi rief, i 
Ye surely hae aome wailock breef 
Owie hurain hearts , 
For ne'er a bosom jet wa'. pnef 
t jour aits 



For me, I swear by sun and moon, 

And every star that bhnka aboon, twinWM 

Te've cost me twenty piir o' "shoon 

Just gaun to see jou; 
And everj ithei pair thatb done, 

Mair ta'en I'm wi' you. 

That auld capricious carlm, Nature, 

To mak amends for aciimpet stature, atintad 

She's turned jou afi, a human 

On her hrst plan , 
And in her freak'* on e^ery leature 

bhe -: wrote, the Man. 
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«I. 27-] EPISTLE TO JAMKS SMITH. 17< 

Just now I've ta'en the fit o' rhyme, 

My barmie noddle's working prime, y^t, 

My fancy yerkit up sublime fennenw 

Wi' hasty Siimmott : 
Hae ye a leisure moment's time, 

To hear what's comin'? 

Some rhyme a neighbour'a name to lash ; 
Some rhyme (vain thought!) for needfu' cash; 
Some rhyme to court the country clash, Kossi 

And raise a din ; 
For me, an aim I never fash— c^™c 

I rhyme for fun. 

The star that rules my luckless lot, 
Has fated me the russet coat, 
And d — d my fortune to the groat; 

But in requit. 
Has blest me wi' a random shot 

O' country wit. 

This while my notion's ta'en a sklent, ht 

To try my fate in guid black prent ; 
But still the mair I'm that way bent. 

Something cries " Hoolie ! Oeo 
I red you, honest man, tak tent ! "~j 

Te'll shaw your foUy. 

"There's ither poets much your betters, 
Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, psu 
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L78 EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH. [1735. 

Hae thouglit they had insured their debtors 

A' future ages ; 
Now moths deform, in shapeless tatters, 

Their uuknown pages." 

Then farewell hopes o' laurel-boughs, 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Henceforth ni rove whei-e busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang, thicft 

And teach the lanely heights and howes hoiioms 



I'll wander on, with tentless heed 
How never- halting moments speed, 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ; 

Then, all unknown, 
I'll lay roe with the inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why o' death begin a tale ? 

Just now we're living sound and hale : 

Then top and maintop crowd the sail. 

Heave Care o'er side ! 
And large before Enjoyment's gale, 

Let's tak the tide. 

This life, sae far's I understand. 
Is a' enchanted fairy-land, 
Where Pleasure is the magic wand. 
That, wielded right. 
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«r, 27.] EPISTLK TO JAMES SMITH. 179 

Maks hours like miautes, hand in hand, 
Dane* by fu' Hghl. 

The magic wand then let ua wield ; 

For, ance that five-and-forty's speel'd, oUmbed 

See, crazy, weary, joyless eild, a^i 

Wi' wrinkled face, 
Comes hostjo', hirplin' owre the coQghing— iimping 
field, 

Wi' creepin' pace. 

When ance life's day draws near the 

gloamin', twaij^e 

Then fareweel vacant careless roamin' ; 
And farewee! cheerfu' tankards foamin', 

And social noise ; 
And fareweel dear, deluding woman, 

The joy of" jiyyi ! 

Oh, Life ! how pleasant in ihy morning. 
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold-pausing Caution's lesson scoroiDg, 

We frisk away, 
Like school-boys, at the expected warning. 

To joy and play. 

We wander thpre, we wander here, 
We eye the ro*e upiin the bui^r. 
Unmindful th;it the thorn is near, 
Among the leaves : 
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And though the puny wound appear, 
Short while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flowery spot, 
For which they never toiled or swat ; 
They drink the sweet' and eat the fat, 

But care or pain ; without 

And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 

With steady aim some fortune cliase ; 

Keen hope does every sinew trace ; 

Through fair, through foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey : 
Then cannie, in some cozie place, auietij 

They close the day. 

And others, like your humhle servan', 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin'. 
To right or left, eternal swcrvin', 

They zigzag on ; 
Till curst with age, obscure and starvin', 

Tliey aften groan. 

Alas ! what bitter toil and atraTning — 
But truce with peevi-^h, poor complaining ' 
Is Fortunes fickle Luna waning'' 

E'en let her gang ' 
Beneath what light she has reniaimng, 

Let''' sing our sang. 
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My pen I here fling to the door, 

And kneel, " Ye Powers," and warm implor 

"Though I sliould wander Terra o'er, 

In all her climes, 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

Aye I'owtli o' rhymes. abuQdu 

" Gie dreeping roasts lo country lairds, 
Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards, 

And maids of honour ; 
And yiil and whisky gie to cairds, ale— tLoi 

Until they s 



" A iitle, Dempster ' merits it ; 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

Gie wealth to some be-ledgered cit, 

In cent, per cent. ; 
But give me real, sterling wit. 

And I'm content. 

" While ye are pleased to keep me hale, 

ni sit down o'er my sointy meal, 

Be't water-brose, or muslin-kail,^ oatmeni-gmei 

1 George Dempster of Runnlchen, then « conspicuous ora- 
tor in psrlinment, and. a friend to all patriotic institutions in 
Us native land. He eomineneed liis parliameataiy career in 
1782, closed it in 1790, and died in IBIS at the age of eighty- 

2 Broth madt nilhout meat. 
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Wi' clieerfu' ftte, 
As lang's the Muses diuni fail 
To say the graee ' 

An anxious e'e 1 nfxer throw 
Behint ray lug or by mj no-e , 
I jouk beneath Mi^foi tunes blows s 

As weel's I may ; 
Sworn foe to Sorrow, Care, and Prose, 

I rhyme away. 

Oh ye douce folk, that live by rule, sec 
Grave, tide less-blooded, calm and cool. 
Compared wi' you — oh fool ! fool ! fool ! 

How much unlike ; 
Tour hearts arc just a sfanding-pool, 

Your lives a dike l 

N&a h^rbraiiicd, sentimental traces, 
In your unlettered nameless faces ! 
In arioso trills and graces 

Te never stray, 
But gravissimo, solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye're wise ; 
Nae ferly though ye do despise ■"> 

The hairum-scairura, ram-stam boys, hw 
The rattling squad : 
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I see you upward cast your eyes — 
Ye ken the road. 

Whilst I — but I shall haud me there - 
"Wi' you ni scarce gang ony where : 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content with you to mak a pair, 

Wliare'er I gang. 



THE VISION. 

There was at this time a contention going on in 
Burns's mind between the sad consideration of hia 
position in life and thoee poetical tendencies which 
might be interpreted as partly the cause of that po- 
rtion being so low. This contention we see traced in 
the several epistles he had written t« bis brother poets, 
Sillar, Lapraik, and Simpson, and to his friend Smith, 
during the course of the present year of flowing in- 
spiration. It might have been easy for any of these 
individuals to see, that if Burns only could be a suc- 
cessful man of the world by an utter abandonment of 
the Muse, he never could be so at all, for he invaria- 
bly ends by taking his rhyming power as a quittance 
of fortune. At length we have the final struggle be- 
tween these two contending principles, and the tri- 
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umph of the Muse, expressed in a poem of the bigiest 
strain of eloquence. 



The sun had closed the winter-day, 
The curlers quat their roaring play,'' 
And hungered maukin ta'en her way hare 

To kail-yarda green. 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she hag been. 

The thraaher'a weary fiin gin' -tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
And when the day had closed his e'e, 

Far i' tlie west, 
Ben i' the spence, right pensivelie, iiiDer-room 

I gaed to rest. 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and eyed the spewing reek, 

1 Dma, a term of Ossian'a for the different divisions of a 
digressive poem See his " Cith Lorta " vol ii of M'Phec- 
son's translation — B 

^ Cnriing is a game nearlj peculiar In the soulhem coun- 
ties of Scotland When strong ue can be obcamed a nnm- 
ber of iiidiyidnals each provided with a large stone of the 
glmpe of an oblate Ephcroid En ootlied on the bottom and 
furnished with a handle range themseh ps n two ides to 
pla; against each other Tbe game m i h resembles bowls, 
but is more animated, and from its Hiia\gidable rantv is 
much more keenlT enjoyed It is well characterized as a 
roaring play. 
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That filled wi' hoast-provoking ameek co 
The auld clay bij^in'; 

And heard the restless rations squeak 
About tlie riggin'. 

All in this mottle, misty clime, 
I backward mused on wasted time, 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime, 

And done nae thing. 
But atringin' blethers up in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 

Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by tliis, hue led a. market, 
Or "strutted in a bank, and clarklt 

My cash-account : 
While here, half-mad, balf-fed, half-sarkit, i 

Is a' th' amount. 

I started, muttering, blockhead! coof! 
And heaved on high my waukit loof, inrflene. 
To swear by a' yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, 
That I henceforth would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath. 

When, click 1 the string the sniek did draw ; 
And, jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
And by my ingle-loive I saw, chimne 

Now bleezin' bright, 
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A tight, outlandisli Lizzie, braw, wench 

Come full in sight 

Xe needna doubt I held mj whi'^ht ; 
The infant aitb, half formed, nis crusht ; 
I glowRjd as eerie s Id been dusht 

111 somi wild 091,,^ 
When sweet, like raodeit Woith, i-he blusht, 

And stepped ben inward 

Green, slender leaf did hollj boughs 
Were twisted gracefu' round her brows ; 
I took her for some Scottish Mu-e, 

By that tame token, 
And come to stop those reckle-s vows, 

Would soon been broken. 

A " hairbrained, sentimental trace " ^ 
Waa strongly mirked m her fice , 
A wildly witlj, ru'-tic grate 

Shune lull upon her , 
Her eye, even turntd on emptj space. 

Beamed ke^n with honour. 

Down flowed her robe, i tvrtan sheen, 
Till half 1 leg was aciimply seen, 

I {ear a^ if I had been 
emg of the other world 

curred n the Eptalle to 
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And snch & leg I my bonny Jean ^ 

Could only peir it ; 
Sae straught, aae taper, tight and clean,* 

Nunn else cam nfar it. 

Her mflulle large, of gi'eenish hue, 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew; 

Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw 

A Justre grand; 
And seemed to my astonished view 

A well-liQown land. 

Here, rivers in the sea wore lost; 
There, mountains to the skies were tost ; 
Here, tumbling billows marked the coast 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast — 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Doon poured down his far-fetched floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds : sonnds 

Auld hermit Ayr staw through his woods, 

1 In tb.t flist edition, tlie Sine stood thus — 

" And such a leg i my Bess, I ween." 
Indignation at the conduct of Jean induced iiim lo talie the 
com[>liment fh>m her, and bestow it on another person for 
whom at the time he entertained an admiration. In the iirst 
Edinburgh edition, the indignant fbohng liaving subsided, the 
line was restored as above. 

2 Clean is otl*n used in Stotland to describe a handsome 
figure or limb. Such is the sense here. 
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On to the hnrt 
And manj a kfsir t rrent ocuds runs 

With s eming loir 

Low m a sandy valley ^prea 1 

An ancient borough reared ler head;^ 

Still as ID Si^oltiati story read 

She boasls a racp 
To every nobler \irtue br^d 

Anl [ li bed gnte 

B\ tatelj toner i piKu" fiir^ 

Or ruins pendent la the iii 

Bol 1 bti,m« ol heroes here ind there, 

I could discern 
Some seemed to mu e some seempd to dare, 

With feature stem 

My heart did glowing trin i ort tnel. 

To ee a race * heroic wheel 

And brandi h lound the deep dyed steel 

In sturdy blons. 
While back recoding feemed to reel 

Their snthron foe 5 

1 Ayr, whose charter dates from the beginning of the thir- 
taenlh centniy. 

^ TUs, And the six oniiuing stimzas, were added in the 
second edition, for the purpose, apparently, of complimenting 
Mrs. Dunlop of Duniop, and other great people who hnd he- 
friended the anthor. 

" The Wallaces. — 8. 
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His Country's Saviour,' maik him well! 
Bold Richardton's ^ heroic swell, 
The chief on Saik° nho glonous fell 

In high command. 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 

His iiati\e land. 

There, where a sceptred Pictish shade * 
Stalked rouud his ^shes lowly laid, 
1 marked a martiil lace portiayud 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, soldier-featured, undismayed, 

They strode along.^ 

1 William Wallace. — B. 

2 Adam Wallace of Eichardton, c u fn th mmorlal 
presecvfr of Soottish independence. — B 

8 Wallace, Ldrd of Craigie, who was aecond n mmand 
under Douglas. Earl of Ormond, at the tamo battle on the 
banks of Sark, fbught in IMS. The „1 r uus torj- wa? 
principally owing te the jndicious conduct and mtrepid i alour 
of the gallant L^rd of Craigie, who died of his wounds after 
the action. — B. 

* Coilna, king of the Picta, from whom the district of Kjla 
is said lo take its name, lies buried, as tradition eays, near 
the family-seat of the Montgomeries of Coilsfield, where his 
burial-place is Etill shewn — B. The spot pointed out by 
tradition as the burial-place of Coiloa, is a small mount 
marked by a few treea. It waa opened. May 29, 183T, when 
two sepulchral urns were found, attesting that tradition has 
been at least correct in describing the apot as a burial- 
place, though whoae ashes these were it would be difficult 

E The Monfgomeries of Coilsfield. 
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Tlirougb many a wild romantic grove,^ 

Near many a hermit-fancied cove 

(Fit haunts for friendship or for love),* 

In musing mood, 
An aged judge, I saw Mm rove, 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential awe, 
The learned aire and son I saw,' 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore, 
This, all its source and end to draw, 

That, to adore. 

Brydone's brave ward* I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye ; 
Who called on Fame, low standing by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patriot-name on high, 

And hero shone. 

' BarakimmiDg, the seat of the Lord Justjce-Clark. — B. 
(Sir Thomas Miller of Glunlee, afterwards President of the 
Court of Session.) 

s Burns had wandered in this valley with his ftiend Sillar, 
and his j-onthful mistresa, Highland Maiy. 

s The Rev. Dr. Matthew Stewart, the celebrated mathema- 
tician, and his son, Mr. Dugald Stewart, Oie elegant espod- 
lor of the Scotch system of metaphysics, are here meant; 
their small villa of Catrine being situated on the Ayr. 

* Colonel Fullarton.— 5. This gentleman had IraveEcd 
mider the care of Palritk Brydone, author of a well-known 
Tour in Sidlg and Malta. 
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THE VISION. 



With musing-deep, astonislied stare, 
I viewed ttie heavenly-seeming fair; 
A whispering throb did witness bear 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greet. 

" All h ul, my own mspired bird ' 
In me thy nalne Muoe regard' 
Nor longer muurn thy fite la hard, 

Thus poorly low ' 
I come lo gne thee suth reward 

As we bestow 

"Know, the great genius of this land 
Has man^ i light, aenal bind, 
Who, all henealh bis high command, 

Harmoniously 
As arts or arms thej understand, 

Their labouis ply. 

"They Scotia's lace among them ahare; 
Some fire the soldier oa to dare , 
Some rouae the patriot up to bare 

Gjrruption's heart 
Some teach the haid i darling care, 

The tuneful art 
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"'Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
They, ardeni, kindling spirits, pour ; 
Or, 'raid the venal senate's roar, 

They, sightless, stand, 
To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

And grace the hand. 

" And when the bard, or hoary sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age. 
They bind the wild, poetic rage 

In energy, 
Or point the inconclusive page 

Full on the eye. 

" Hence FuUarton, the brave and young ; 
Hence Dempster's zeal-inspired '^ tongue; 
Hence sweet harmonious Beattie sung 

His 'Minstrel lays;' 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung. 

The sceptic's bays, 

"To lower orders are assigned 
The humbler ranks of humankind, 
The rustic bard, the labouring-hind, 

The artisan; 
All choose, as various they're inclined. 

The various man. 

1 In first edition — 

" Hence Dompstet's truth-prevailing tongue." 
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" When yellow waTea the heavy grain, 
The threatening storm some strongly rein ; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

With tillage skiU; 
And some instruct the shepherd-train, 

Blithe o'er the hill. 

" Some hint the lover's harmless wile ; 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile ; 
Some soothe the labourer's weary toil, 

For humhie gains, 
And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

His cares and pains. 

" Some, bounded to a district-space, 
Explore at large man's infant race, 
To mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic bard ; 
And careful note each opening grace, 

A guide and guard. 

" Of these am I — Coila my name ; * 

And this district as mme I claim. 

Where once the Campbell';,' chiefs of fame, 

iTte idea of this vieionaiy being is acknowledged by 
Buma himself to have been taken ttoin the Sfota of Mr. 
Alexander Ross, a Meams poet, authoi; of a pastoral of some 
merit, entitled The Fortanati Shepkeifleia 

2 The Loudoun branch of the Campbells 13 here meant. 
Mossgiel and much of the neighboring ground was the prop- 
erty of the Earl of Loudoun. 
VOL. I. 18 
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Held ruling power; 
I marked thy embrj'o tuneful flame, 
Tiiy natal hour. 

" With future hope, I oft would gaze, 
Fond, on thy little early ways, 
Thy rudely-caroled, chiming phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes. 
Fired at the sioiple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

" I saw thee seek tlie sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar; 
Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove through the sky, 
I saw grim Nature's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

" Or when the deep green-iuantled earth 
Warm cherished every floweret's birth. 
And joy and music pouring forth 

In every grove, 
I saw thee eye the general mirth 

With boundless love. 

" When ripened fields, and azure skies, 
CaJled forth the reaper's rustling noise, 
I saw thee leave their evening joys, 

And lonely stalk. 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 
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" When youthful love, warm-blushing, stt 
Eeen shivering shot thy nerves along, 
Those accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

Th' adored Name, 
I taught thee how to pour in song, 

To soothe Ihy flame. 

"I saw thy pulse's maddening play. 
Wild send thee Pleasure's devious way. 
Misled by Fancy's meteor-ray. 

By passion driven ; 
But yet the ligbt that led astray 

Was light from Heaven. 



" I taught thy manners painting slraina, 
The loves, the wants of simple swains. 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends ; 
And some, the pride of Coila's plains, 

Become thy friends, 

" Thou canst not leara, nor can I shew. 
To paint with Thomson's landscape glow 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

With Shenstone's art ; 
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 

Warm on the heart. 

" Yet, all beneath the unrivalled rose, 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 
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Though large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade, 
Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows 

Adown the glade. 

"Then never murmur nor rejiine ; 
Strive ia thy humble sphere to shine ; 
And, trust me, not Poiosi's mine, 

Nor king's regard, 
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

"To give my counsels all in one — 
Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
Preserve the dignity of man, 

With soul erect; 
And trust, the universal plan 

"Will aU protect. 

" And wear thou this," she solemn said, 
And bound the holly round ray head: 
The polished leaves, and berries red, 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away.^ 



1 CertaJn Btanzas omitted by Bums (Iwm the printed copy 
of The VTsion, wilt be fonnd in an Appendix at the end d' 

this volnme A writer in the Gendeman's Magadne, October 

1S52, expresses liis opinion that Bums was indebted for the 
ideaof T^e I^iot to a copy otTeraes wrillenbylhe "melan- 
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A WINTER NIGHT. 

" Poor naked wretches, wlicresoe'er you ara, 
That hide the polling of the pitilees atorm ! 
How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides, 
Yonr looped and windowed raggednesB, defend you 
From seasons Buch as these?" — Shakspeare. 

The Vision leaves the poet reassured and comforted 
in the all-Eufficing grace of the Muse ; but no such fe«l- 

choly and pensive Woliaslon," so fer back as 1681. " Wol- 
laston's poem was written on (he occasion of hia leaving, 
'with a heavy heart,' as he says, his beloved Cambridge." 
He describes himself as sitting in his own " small apart- 

" As here on* day I sate. 

Disposed to Inminate, 

Deep melancholy did benumb, 
With thoughts of what was past and what to come. 



" I thought I saw my Mnae appear, 

Whose dress declared her haste, whose looks her fear ; 

A wreath of laurel in her hand she bore. 

Such lainel as (he god Apollo wore. 

The piercing wind had backward combed her hair. 

And hiid a paint of red upon the ftir; 
Her gown, which, with celestial color dyed, 

Was with a golden girdle tied, 

Through speed a little flowed aside, 

And decently disclosed her knee; 
When, stopping suddenly, she spoke to me; 

' What indigested thought, or rash advice. 

Has caused (bee to apostatize ? 
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ing howeier thorou^hh once ^!st^bl';hed could long 
hold swaj oier oiiu so sensitive as he to all the 
harassing problemi of his lowly destiny and to all 
that met his e(L m humble lile At eterj recoil 
iriMn the glowing exritemL-nt of the social hour the 
love-meeljng or the tnumphant e==ay m ver=e the 
deep contemplative melancholy which hai bepn re- 
membere 1 b\ so manj as the re gning e\.proBSion of 
his face ^a n be ct h m We have a deicnption 
of these darker moods ol his mmd m a poem other 
wise aufliciei tly remarkable as containing an early 
specimen of his compositjon in pure English. In the 
Winter Night we see a reflection of Gray and ColUns, 
as in the Epistles we see a reflection of Ramsay. 

When biting Boreas, fell and doure, keen— strm 
Sharp shivers through the leafless bower; 



" She paused awhile, with joy and wearines 
And quick redprocations of her breast ; 
She spoke again : ' What trarel and what care 
Have I heatowed ! my vehicle of ait 
How often changed in quest of thee! ' " 

She conclndea, like the Must of Bums, by counselling 

■"Snppose the worst, thy passage rough, stilll'll I 

And breathe upon Hiy sails behind ; 
Besides, there is a port befbre ; 
And eveij' moment thou advancest to the shore, 

Where virtuous souls shall hetler usage find.' 
Concern and agitation of my head 
Waked mi; and with the light the phantom fled." 
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When Pluebus gies a short-lived glower Etan 
Far soath the lift, bSj 

Dim-darkening through the flaky shower. 
Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm tlie steeples ruekeJ, 
Poor Labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While bums, wi' snawy wreaths up-choked, 

Wild-eddjing swirl, 
Or, through the mining outlet booked, mmM 

Down headlong hurl. 

Listening the doors and winnocks rattle, nimions 
I thought me on th« ourie cattle, arMpins 

Or filly sheep, wha bide this brattle baitipj 

0' winter war. 
And through the drift, deep-lairing, ^nkinj 

Beneath a scaur. cm 

Dk happing bird, wee, helpless thing, 
That, in the merry moatha o' aprmg. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee? 
Whare wilt thou cower thy chittering wing. 

And close thy e'e ? [chaiicrini 

Even y<iu, on murdering errands (oiled, 
Lone from your savage homes exiled. 
The blood-stained roost, and sheep-cot spoiled, 
My heart forgets, 
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While pitiless the tempest wild 
Sore on you beats. 

Now Phosbe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffled, viewed the dreary plain ; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul, 
When on my ear this plaintive strain 

Slow, solemn, stole : — 

" Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 
Not all your rage, as now united, shews 
More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 
Vengeful malice unre pen ling, 
Than heaven-illumined man on brother mai 
bestows ! ^ 

"See stern Oppression's iron grip, 
Or mad Ambition's gory hand. 

Sending, like biood-hounds from the slip, 
Wo, Want, and Murder o'er a land I 

E'en in Ihe peaceful rural vale. 

Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale, 



1 Blow, blow, thou winti 




Thon art not so 
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How pampered Luxury, Flattery by lier side, 
The parasite empoisoning her ear, 
With all tlie servile wretches in the rear, 
Looks o'er proud Property, extended wide ; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

Whose toil upholds the glittering show, 
A creature of another kind, 
Some coai-ser substance, unrefined, 
Placed for her lordly use thus far, thus vile 
bElow. 

" Where, where is Love's fond, lender throe, 
With lordly Honour's lofty brow, 

The powers you proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath Love's noble name. 
Can harbour dark the seldsh aim, 

To bless himself alone ! 
Mark maiden innocence a prey 

To love -pretending snares : — 
This boasted Honour turns away. 
Shunning soft Pity's rising sway, 
Regardless of the tears and unavailing prayers I 
Perhaps this hour, in misery's squalid nest, 
She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rock- 
ing blast ! 

" Oh ye who, sunk in beds of down, 
Fee! not a want but what yourselves create, 
Think for a moment on his wretched fate 
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Whom triends and fortune quite disown ! 
Ill aati-hed keen Natures clamorous call, 

Stretched on his 'straw he lajs himself to sleep, 
Willie through the ragged roof and chinty wall, 
Ch 11 o er hi^> siumbera piles the dnfty heap ! 
Think on the dungeons gum confine, 
Whure Guilt dnl poor Misfoitune pine ! 
Guilt, erring man, relenting view 1 
But '^hiU thy legal rige pursue 
The uretch, alie^dy cruahfed low* 
By cruel Fortunes undeser\ed blow? 
Affliction a sons are brothers in distress ; 
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the 
bliss ! " 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the pouthery snaw. 

And hfuled the morning witli a cheer, 
A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impressed my mind — 
Through all His works abroad, 

The lieart benevolent and kind 
The most resembles God. 
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YOUNG PEGGY. 

Tdke— iosi (fme /came o'er tic Mmr. 

During the autamn of 1785, Burns had an oppor- 
tunity ol' seeing and studying a being in a great 
measure new to him — a joung accomplished lady of 
the upper classes. Miss Margaret (usually called 

in old Scottish style, Miss Pe^y) K was the 

daughter of a land-proprietor in Carrick : Bums met 
lier at the bouse of a Mauchline friend, where she 
was paying a visit. The lively conversation of the 
young lady, which he interpreted into wit, her youth 
and beauty, deeply impressed the susceptible poet, 
and in a spirit of respect suitable to her rank and 
apparent destiny in life, he made her the subject of 
a song, which he sent to her enclosed in a letter. 

The song was first published after the poet's deatb. 

TousG Peggy blooms our bonniest lass, 

Her blush is like the morning, 
The rosy dawn, the springing grass, 

With early gems adoming; 
Her eyes outshine the radiant beams 

That gild the passing shower. 
And glitter o'er the crystal streams, 

And cheer each freshening flower. 

Her lipa, more than the cherries bright, 
A richer dye has graced them; 
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They charm th' admiring gazer's sight, 
And sweetly tempt to laate them: 

Her smile 13 as the evening mild, 
When feathered tribes are courting 

And little lambkins wanton wild, 
In playful bands disporting. 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe, 

Such sweetness would relent her. 
As blooming Spring unbends the brow 

Of surly, savage Winter. 
Detraction's eye no aim can gain, 

Her winning powers to lessen ; 
And fretful Envy grins in vain 

The poisoned tooth to fasten. 

Te powers of Honour, Love, and Truth, 

From every ill defend her; 
Inspire the highly-favoured youth 

The destinies intend her : 
Sliil fan the sweet connubial flame 

Responsive in each bosom, 
And bless the dear parental name 

With many a filial blossom.* 

1 A Utter to Miss K — appeared, -witliQut date, itt 

Cromek's volnme; the aoiig of Young Peggy, in Stewart's 
edition ofBurm'i Poems, Their coDnection and date, and the 
manner of the poet's acquaintance with the lady, are pven 
on the anthoritj- of liis sister, who has a tolerably clfac mcol- 
lectJon of the cireamstances. — The bard could little imagine 
the sad ^e which was in reality in stoTe for Young Peggy. 
While ttiis. blooming creature of seveuteen — foF she was no 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 

" Gie him etrong drink, until ha wink, 
That's sinking in despair; 
And iiquot guid, to fire liie bluid. 
That' a prast wi' grief and care; 
There let Mm hoose, and deep carouse, 

Wi' bumpers flowing o'er, 
Till he forgets his loves or debts, 
And minds hi' griefs no more " 

&oi/» ON Pko ebb sxk b 7 

We have now o e B ms n a 1 fferent nood 
He was no lo er ol dr nk but ha soc al Bp nt had 
nve ed t w h manj n eres ng asooc at on n h 
m nd Look g roun 1 for ul^ e ts he poem of 1 c 
gusson, entitled Caller Waler, seems to have suggested 
to him a ^mjlar strain on the artificial beverages of 
his native country. 

Let other poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, and wines, and druckpn Bai;chus, 

And crabbit names and stories wrack as, «ci 

And grate our lug : eat 

I sing the juice Scotch heare can mak us, 

In glass or jug. 

older — appeared to be followed and naocd by a most eligible 
loTor — the youthful representative of the oldest and richest 
l^imily in Galloway— and thus in the fair way to a dignified 
position in life, the powers of Ilonour, Love, and Truth had 
already been outraged, and a train of cironmBlanccs com- 
meneed, which was lo end in the loss of her good name and 
her early death. 
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thou, my Muse! guid auld Scotch drink, 
Whether througli wimplin' worms thou cnrUng 

jink, steal 

Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink, iTtam 

In glorious faem, 
Inspire me, till I lisp and wink, 

To sing thy name ! 

Let husky wheat the haughs adorn, ™iiejs 

And aits set up their awnie horn, bearded 

And peas and beans, at e'en or mom, 

Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barley- My delight is m 

Thou king o' grain ! 

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 

In souple scones, the wale o' buriej-cskee— choics 

Or tumhlin' in the bolHn' flood 

Wi' kail and beef; 
But when thou pours thy strong heart's blood, 

There thou shinea chief 

Food fills the wime, ind keepi us livm'; Mij 
Though lile's a gift no worth receivin', 
When hea\y dragged wi' pine and gnevin'; 

But, otled bj thee, 
The wheels o' life g^e down hill cnevin', gilding 

Wi' ritthn' glee 
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Thou clears tlie head o' doited Lear; EtnpiiLow 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Labour sair, 

At's weary toil ; 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 

Aft did in massy aller weed, 
Wi' gentles thou erects thy head,^ 
Tet humbly kmd in time o' need. 

The poor man's wine, 
Hi3 wee drip pirritth or his bread 

Thou kiti'hui'i fine" reiishaet 

Thru ait the hie o public hnunU, 

But thee what were om Ian-, and nnts? without 

E\en godl) meeting-, o' the saunts, 

Bj thee inspired, 
When giping they bnaiege the tent-,,^ 

Are doubly fired. 

That merry night we get the. corn in, 
sweetly then thou reams the horn in ! 
Or reekin' on a New-year morning 

1 As al« in silver mngs, at the tables of the wealthy. 

2 Brisk small-beer is a, fevorita relish, to porridgB in Scot- 
land. This humane passage redeems much that is objection- 
able in the poem. 

3 Sitting round the movable pulpiti erected in the open air 
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In cog or bicker, Kooiien vcsgoiB 

And just a wee drap sp'ritual burn in, 

And gusty sucker ! bitoit sugar 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, 

And ploughmen gather wi' their grailh, fmpiemonis 

Oh rare ! io see thee fizz and freatb fro"" 

r the lugget caup! enroacnp 

Then Bumewin comes on like death Biaotamith 

At every chap. 

Nie raercj then for urn or ^epl 
Thp briwnie bam e ploughman chiel 
Brings hard owerhip m sturdy wheel, 

The strong f rehammer 
Till Ho k ani sluldie nng anl reel invii 

Vi 1 dinsomi, clamour 



When kirlin 

hght 
Thou mak the gossips clatter bnght 
How ftimbhn luifa their dear es slight 

Wae worth the n'ime ' 
Nae how lie gets a ocnl night 

Or phck fne them 



When neebors anger at a ylei 
And just as wud as wud can be 
Hoft ej J tan the I irle^ bree 

Cement the quarrel 
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It's aye the cheapest lawyei-'a fee 
To faste the harrei. 

Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason ! 
But monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
And hardly in a winter's season 

E'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning trash ! 
Fell sourc* o' monie a pain and brash 1 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drucken deprive! 

O' half his days ; 
And sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 
To her warst faes. 

Te Scots, wha wish anld Scotland well. 
Ye chief, to you my tale I lell ; 
Poor plackless devils like mysel', 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, dew- 

Or foreign gill. 

May a el ound h bla h w n h 
And gu om hm Ibjmh 
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Out owre a glass o' w 1] is ky -punch 
Wi' honest men ! 

Oh whisky ! soul o' plays and pranks ! 

Accept a bardie's gratefu' thanks ! 

Whea wanting thee, what tuneless cranks ' 

Are my poor verses ! 
Thou comes — they rattle i' their ranks 

At ithei-'s ! 

Thee, Ferintosh ! oh sadly lost ! 

Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 

Now colic grips, and barkin' hoast, wngh 

May kill us a'; 
For loyal Forbes' chartered boast 

Is ta'en awa ! ^ 

1 Crank — the noise of an UDgreased wheal. 

2 For services and expenses on the publip, accoont at the 
Revolulion, Forbes of Culloden was empowered, by an act 
of the Scottish Pariiament in 1690, to distil whiake? on *hts 
barony of Ferintosh, in Cromartyshire, free of duty. This in- 
considerately conferred privilege in time became the sonrce of 
a great revenue to thetkmily; and /VinlOsft was at length rec- 
ognized as something Uke a syuonyme for wbiskey,so mnch 
of it was there distilled. By the act respecting the Scotch 
difitilleries in 1785, this privilege was declared to be abolished, 
the Lords of (he Treasury being left to make such compen- 
sation to the existing Mr. Forbes as should be deemed just, 
or, should they fail to make a satisfiietory arrangement, the 
case was to be decided by a jury before the Scottish Court of 
Exchequer, The Lords "failinglo satisfy Mr. Forbes, the case 
was accordingly tried by a jury, November 29, 1785, when it 
was Ehown by Mr. Henry Erskine, the plaintiff's counsel, that 
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Thae ourgt horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 
Wha mak the whiskj-stdls their prize ! 
Haud up thy han', Deil ! ance, twice, thrice I 

There, seize the hiiakers! 
Aud bake them up in hrunslane pies 

For poor d d drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thoull but gie me still 

Hale breeks, a scone, and whisky-gill, horisr-catB 

And rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, abundance 

Tak a' the rest. 
And deal't about as thy blind skill 
Directs thee best. 

the privilege could be made to yield no less than £7,001} a 
year lo the ftmilj-, though the actual annual gains from it, at 
an average of the last thirteen years, was but a little more 
than £1,000. He further showed, that while the right vne 
an undoubted piece of property, which nothing could justly 
take away, the liunily had not lUled to deserve it, as tbey 
had ever continued useful and loyal servants to the govern- 
ment, Mr. Duncan Forbes, the late Lord President, having, 
in particnlar, spent no less than £20,000 of his private for- 
tnne hi sappieasing the rebellion of 1T15-6. The jury sur- 
prised the Lords of the Treasury by decreeing the sum of 
£31,680 for "loyal Forbes' chartered boast." 
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THE AUTHOR'S EARNEST CEY AND 

PRAYER 



Towards the close of the year 1785, loud complaints 
were made by the Scottish distillers respecting the vex- 
atious and oppreaaive manner in which the Excise 
laws were enforced at their estahliahmenta — such 
rigor, they said, being exercised at the instigation of 
the London distillers, who looked with jealousy on 
the saccesa of Itteir northern brethren. So great nas 
the sererity of the Excise, that many distillers were 
obliged to abandon the trade, and the price of barley 
was beginning to be affeeted. Illicit distillation waa 
also found to be alarmingly on the increaae. In con- 
sequence of the earnest remonstrances of the distillers, 
batked by the county gentlemen, an act was passed 
in the session of I7&6 (alluded to by the author), 
wherebj the dutiea on low wines, spirits, etc.. were 
discontinued, and an annual tax impoaed on stilla, ac- 
cordmg to their capacity. TTiis act gave general sat- 
lafaction. — These veraea seem to have been composed 
during the general outcry i^inst fiscal oppreasion at 
the end of 1785, or beginning of 1786. 

Ye Irish lords, ye knights and squires, 
Wha represent our brughs and shires, 
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And doucely manage our affairs soh 

To you a simple Baiiiie's prayers 
Are humbly sent. 

Alas I my roupit ^ Musf is heart.« ! 

Tour honours' heart wi' grief 'twaJ piercf, 

To see her sittin' on her 

Liiw i' Ihe dutt. 
And screechin' out prosaic ver=e, 

And iikp to burst ! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland and me's ia great affliction, 
E'er sin' they laid that curat reatriction 

On aqua 'sitK ; 
And rouse them up to strong conviction. 

And move Iheir pity. 

Stand forth, and tell yon Pi-emier youth,' 

The honefl, open, naked truth ; 

Tell him o' mine and Scotland's drouth, 

His servants humble : 
The muckle devil blaw ye south, 

If ye dissemble. 

Does ony great man glunch and gloom ? ft 
Speak out, and never fash your thoum ! tro 

1 A person at the last elage of cold in the throat is Bai< 
Scotland to be raopU. The word is not in JamieBOQ. 
2Mr.Ktt. 
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Let posts aud pensions sink or soom 
Wi' them wha grant 'em : 

If honestly they canna corae, 

Far better want 'em. 

In galh'rin' votes you were na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by your lack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, and fidge your ear- 

And hum and haw ; 
But raise your arm, and tell your crack, 
Before them a'. 

Faiot Scotland greeting owre her thrissle, ' 
Her mutchkiD stoup as loom's a whistle ; 
And d d exciseman in a bossie. 

Seizin' a stell, 
Triumphant crusliin't like a mussel 

Or lampit shell. 

Tl en on the tither h-md presenl he 

A bhcligiaid sraugglei right behint her. 

And cheek tor chow a chufhe viatnpi fi 

Colleagumg join 
Pickmg her pouch »e bore as wmlei 

Of I kind com 

Is there tbd.t bcira the name o bcol 
But feels his heart s bluid rising hot 
To aee his poor a ild mitber s pot 
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Thus diin^ in staves, tDuokcii 

And plundeied o her hindmost groat 
By g-kllows kni\cs'' 

Alas' Im but a nflmeless m^ht. 

Trod I ihe mire out o sif,ht ' 

But could I hke Montgomtjnea hghl,^ 

Or gab hkp BoswelV 
Tliere s '.ome sirk n eks I wad draw tight, 

And tie -.oniL ho&e welL 

God hie s jour honoui- :'an je see't. 

Tie kind mid cantic cirlm n'<'i-ti tiieerfui ow i^re 

And no get warmly to \our ftet 

And gu tliem heii it, mise 

And tell them with a patriot heat, 

Tu' wiima bear it f 

S n o Ij k h la 

Tq ou 1 h p d ind pau e 
A d w h 6 lau e on clau e 

Tl Q 1 1 i Sa & e[h n wa's 
Auld b land h ! 

The poet he e a ade , in clue , to Hn^h MoutgOmeiy of 
Cailsfield, represBntative- of Ayrshire in parliameat, and 9ub- 
sequeiilly twelfth Earl of Eglintonne. He had served as an 
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Dempster,^ a true blue Soot I'se WBiran' ; 

Thee, aith-delestiDg, chaste Kilkerran ; ^ 

And that glib-gabbet Highland readj-wngued 

The Laird o' Graham;' 

And aiie, a chap that's d d auldfarran, agaiiious 

Dundas his name.* 

Ei'^kitie,^ a spunkie NoHand billie ; 
True Campbells, Frederick^ and Hay;' 
And Livingstone, the hauld Sir Willie ; 

And mony ithers, 
Whom auld Demosthenes or TuUy 

Might own for bnlhers. 

1 George Dempgler of Dunnichen. See the Epistle toJam^ 
Smilh, and The Viiiaa. 

^ Sir Adam Fergnsson of Kilkerran, B^rl, He had several 
liinaB represented Ayrshire, bat at present was member for 
the city of Edinburgh. 

" The Man^uis of Graham, eldest son of the Duke of Hon- 
trosc. He became the third Duke of Montrose, and died in 
1836. 

* The Eight Hon. Heniy Dundaa, Treasurer of the Navy, 
and M, P. for Edinborghaliire, afterwards Viscount Melville. 

B Probabi; Thomas Erskine, afterwards Lord Ershine; bat 
he WHS not then in ^larliament. 

* Lord Frederick Campbell, sec«nd brother of the Duke of 
Argyle, Lord Register of Scotland, and M. P. for the county 
of Argyle in this, and the one preceding, and the two subse- 
quent parliainenta. 

' Hay Campbell, Lord Advocate for Scofland, represenfa:- 
tire in this parliament of (he Glasgow group of burghs. He 
was afterwards PreMdeiit of the Court of Session, and died in 
1823 at an advanced age. 
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See, aodger Hugh, my watchman stented, ■ 

If bardies e'er are represented ; 

I ken if that jour sword mere wanted, 

Ye'd lend a hand, 
But when there's ought to say anent it 

Ye're at a stand.-' 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle; 
Or faith, I'll wad my new plough- 
peltle, 

Te'll see't or lang. 
Shell teach you wi' a reekin' whittle, 

Aoither sang. 

This while she's heeu in crankous mood ; i 
Her lost militia ^ fired her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid. 

Played her that pliskie !) 
And now she's like lo rin red-wud 

About her whisky. 



by tbe aalhor. 

^ A militia bill for Scotland was introduced info parliament 
in nS2, wben the coontiy was in danger of French and 
Dutch invasion. Tbe Eockingbam ministjy, perhaps taking 
alarm at Ibe aUJtnde of the Irish militia, proposed a clause at 
tbe third reading for facilitating enlistment from tbe designed 
militia into tlie army; and tbe bill, being declined in tliis 
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And L — ! if anee they pit her till't, 
Her tartan petticoat she'll kilt. 
And durk and pistol at her belt, 

She'll tak the streets, 
And rin her whitUe to the hilt 

J' th' Arst she meets! 

For G — sake, sirs ! then speak her fair, 
And straik her cannie wi' the hair, ge 

And to the muckle house repair, 



To get reniead. remedj 

Yon iU-iongued tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers and mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cow the cadie ! feiiow 

And send him to his dicing-box 

And sportin' lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid o' auld Boconnocks,' 
I'll be liis debt twa mashlum bannocks,^ 

iMr. Pitt's fiillier, tlie Earl of Chatlwin, wns the eeeonti 
son of Bobert Pitt of Boconnoch, in the coanty of Comiriill. 

2 " Scones made fixim a mixture of oats, peas, or heans, 
with wheat or barley, ground fine, and denominated mnihlam, 
are in general use, and form a wholesome and pal atablt food." 
— Nem SlatUdcal Account of Scot!aad,pai-ish <f Dah-y, Ayr- 
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And drink his health in auIU ^anse Tinnock's-' 

Iiine times a week, 
If he some scheme hke fei and winnooka,* 

Wtd kindly =eek 



Could lie some commulition broach, 

I'll pledge my iith in gnid braid 'scotch, 

He need na fear their foul reproith, 

Noi erudition, 
Ton m xtie ma\ti queir hoi h pott,h. 

The Coihlion 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; ' 

She's just a devil wi' a rung ; biua 

And if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part. 
Though by the net'k sliu should lie strung. 

She'll no desert. 

And now, ye chosen Pive-and-Forly, 
May still your mither's heart support ye; 



1 A worthy old hostess of the author's in Mauchline, where 
he sometimes studies politics over a gloas of guid auld Scotch 
drinli. — B. Nanse's stoiy was differunt- On seeing the 
poem, she declared that the poet had never Ijeen but once or 
twice in her house. A portrait of Nansewas (alien bj' Brooks 
in 1799, and has been engraved. 

^ The young Chancellor of the Excliequer had gained some 
credit by a measure mtroduced in 17Si for preventing smug- 
gling of tea by reducing the duty, tlie revenue being compen- 
sated by a lax on windowS' 
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Thtjn, though a minister grow dorty, eoiky 

And kick your pUt,i, 
^ell snap joui fingers pool and hearty, 

Betoie hi'! tice 

God hies. J 0111 honour a your day^ 

\V 1 Bowpt o kail ind brals o claiae, ™its 

In spite o a the thieiish kaes jack*aw< 

Thit hiunt St Jamie s' 
Tour humbli. Poet aing-. and prays, 

W hile Rab his name is. 



Let half-starved slaves in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich clust'ring, rise ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 

But blithe and frisky. 
She eyes her freeborn, martial boys 

Tak aff their whisky. 

"What though their Phcebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beauty channs I 
When wretches range, in famished swarms, 

The scented groves. 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun's a burden on their shouther ; 
They downa bide the stink o' powther; cBnoot 
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Tiicir bauldcst thouglit's a hank'iiiig 

S wither uncertatnty 

To staa' or riii. 
Till skelp — a shot — t!iey'ru aff, a'thr'owiher, 6i»p 
To save their skin. 

But bring a Scotchman frae his hill, 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill. 
Say such is royal George's will, 

And there's the foe, — 
He has nae thought, but how to kUl 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doublings tease him ; 
Death conies — wi' fearless eye he sees him ; 
Wi' bluidy ban' a welcome gies him ; 

And when he fa's, 
Ilis latest draught o' breathin' lea'es him 

In faint huzzas ! 

Sages their solemn een may sieek, sbut 

And raise a philosophic reek, mist 

And physically causes seek, 

In clime and season ; 
But tell me whisky's name in Greek, 

I'll tell the reason. 

Scotland, my auld, respected mither ! 

Though whiles ye moistify your leather, amnetimei 

Till whare ye sit, on craps «' heather *h)p« 
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Te tine your dam ; 
Freedom and whisky gang thegither ! ■ 
Tak aff your dram I 



THE AULD FARMER'S NEW-YEAR MORH- 
ING SALUTATION TO HIS AULD MAKE 
MAGGIE, 



To the early part of 1 786 may be referred a 
poem whicli seems to have attracted less attention 
than most others of the same degree of effort, but 
ivhich, we think, presents a most pleasing strain of 
that benevolent feeling which Bums enterfained tow- 
ards the humbler animals. He here assumes a fic- 
titious character — that of an old farmur. 

A RuiD New-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 

Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie ; hmdfui 

Though thou's howe-backit, now, and hoiiom-harked 

I've seen the day 
Thou could hae gaen like otiy staggie coii 

Out-owre the lay. 

Though now thou's dowie, stiff, and crazy, ittoopiBg 
And thy auld hide's as white's a daisy, 
I've seeD thee dappl't, sleek, and glaizie, 
A bonny gray : 
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He should been tight that daai-'t to raize oiciib 
thee 
Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 

A filly buirdly, sleeve, and swank, stout— Enn-ahiieij 

And set weel down a shapely shank 

As e'er tread ylrd ; grooDd 

And could hae flown out-owre a stank monss 

Like ony hird. 

It's now some nine-and-twetity year. 

Sin' thou was my guid-falher's meare; 

He gied me thee, o' tocher clear, flowrj 

And fifty mark ; 
Though it mas sma', 'twas weel-won gear, 

And thou was stark. itrong 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 

Te then was trottin' wi' your minnie ; moaier 

Though ye was trickle, slee, and funnie. 

But hamely, lawie,^ quiet, and cannie. 

And unco sonsie. enpiBiii* 

That day ye pranced wi' muckle pride, 

When ye bure hanie my bonny bride : 

And sweet and gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 

' That allows itself peaceably to be handled. 



.^hyGooglc 



EW-TEAE ADDRESS. [1788. 

Kjle-Stewart I could bi'agged wide, ciuiiengei 
For sic a pair. 

Thougli now ye dow but lioyte and ™b— liiaj 

hobble, 
And wintle like a saumont-coble, staler— BaJmon-boat 
That day ye was a jinker noble, runner 

For heels and win'! 
And ran them fill they a' did wauble red 

Far, far behin' ! 

When thou and I were young and 

skeigh, hlgh-metlkd 

And sfable-meals at fairs were dreigh, teaioua 

How thou would prance, and snore, and skreigh, 

And lak the road ! [neigh 

Town's bodies ran, and stood abeigh, off 

And ca't thee mad. 

When thou a om and I was mellow, 
We look the o d aye ] ke i swallow : 
At brooses ^ 1 u h d a fellow 

F I 1 a J p ed; 
But every t 1 1 n p j hem hollow, 

Wha h u j^aed. 

The sma' droop-rumpl'l, hunter cattle, ihir-aaiikcd 
Might aiblins waur't thee for a pcchapa ha.e Koreied 
brattle mce 

' A race at a, iiiamaee is called u iroeae. 



.^hyGooglc 



JET. 27.} FARMEll'S XEW-YE 

But sax Scotcli miles lliou fry't tlieir nieltle, 

And gar't them whaizle : whcGzo 

Nae whip nor spur, hut just a wattle 

0' saugh or hazle. ^iuox 

Thou na" a njble htf e Ian ' 

Ai e er n tug oi ton was drawn 

Aft thee lud T in lught houra giun 

In guid Mil h neather 
Hie tun 1 IX rjod be ide oui ban 

For daj a ihegithei 

Thou ne\>-r braindgt, md fetch t^ and Tagsd 

fl kit fretUd 

But thy aull tail thou wad hae «hi ke! 
And spread abreed thy weel filled brisket breast 

Wi pith 'ind power 
Till bpntly knowea w ad rair t and nsket 

An 1 elypct owre ' 

When frosts lay lang, and snaws were deep, 

And threatened labour back to keep, 

I gied thy cog a wee hit heap noodon dish 

Aboon the timmer ; wooil 

I kenn'd my Maggie wad na sleep 

For thai, or simmer. ere 

1 The near hoise of tlie hindmOBt pair in Ihe plough. 

2 Pulled irreguUrly. 

' '• Till hillocks, where the earth was full of lough-rooled 
plants, would have given forth a cracking sound, and the 
clods gently fallen over." 
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In cart or car tliou never reestit ; 

The slajest brae thou wad Lae fac't il ; eieepest 

Thoa never lap, and aten'l, and hreastit, 

Then stood to hlaw ; [msica— sprung 
But just thy step a wee thing hastit, 

Thou snooy't awa'. went on <tuioUr 



My pleugh 


is now thy haim-time a',^ 


Four gallai 


lit brutes as e'er did draw ; 


Forbye sa? 


: mae I've sell't awa', 




That thou hast nurat : 


They drew 


me thretteen pund and twa, 




The very warst. 


Monie a si 


dr daurlt we twa hae 


wrought, 


And wi' the wea,ry warl' fought ; 


And monie 


! an anxious day I liiought 




TVe wad be heat; 


Tet here t 


crazy age we're brought, 




Wi" something yet. 



And think na, my auld trusty servan', 
That now perhapa thou's less deservin', 
And thy auld days may end in starvin' ; 

For my last fow, 
A heapit stimparl,^ I'll reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 

1 All the four horaes now working in my plough 
progeny, 
a The eighth part of a busliel. 
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We're worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll foyfe about wi' ane anither ; 
■ Wi' tentie care I'll flit tby tetlier, 

To some haiii'd rig, sa.' 

Where ye may nobly rai your leather, 

Wi' sroa' fetigue. 



THE TWA DOGS: 



" The tale of the T<m Dogs," says Gilbert Bums, 
" was composed after the resolution of publishing was 
nearly taken. Robert had a dog which he called 
Lualh, that was a great favorite. The dog had been 
killed by the wanton eruelty of some person the night 
b«tbre my father's death. Robert said to me that he 
should like lo confer such immortality as lie could be- 
stow on his old friend Ijuath, and that he had a great 
mind to introduce something into the book under the 
title of SKinzas to the Memory of a Quadruped Friend; 
bat this plan was given up for the poem as it now 
stands. C^sar was merely the creature of the poet's 
imagination, created for the parpose of holding cha 
with his favorite Luath." 

'TwAS in that place o' Scotland's isle 
That bears the name o' Auld King Coil,' 
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Upon a bonny day tn June, 
When wearing through the afternoon, 
Twa dogs that were na thtang at hame. 
Forgathered ance upon a time. Eneonn 

Tlie first I'll name, iJiey ca'd him Caisar, 
Was keepit for his honour's pleasure ; 
His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs, 
Shewed he was nane o' Scotland's dogs. 
But whalpjt some place far abroad, 
Whare sailors gang fo fish for cod. 

His locked, lettered, braw brass-collar, 
Shewed him the gentleman and scholar ; 
But though he was o' high degree. 
The fient a pride — nae pride had he ; ' 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin', 
E'en wi' a finklec-^psy'a messan. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, though e'er sae 

duddie, n 

But he wad stan't, as glad to see him. 
And stroan't on stanes and hillocks wi' him 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 

A rhyming, ranting, roving hillie, 

Wha for his friend and comrade had him. 

ing once belonged to that family, and afterwards to fit 
est son of the sovereign. This was Ihe district in v 
Bums had lived since his nineteenth year. 
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And in his freaks hid Luath c^id him 
After some dog m Highland flan^^ 
Waa made ling syne — Lord knows lov 

He WIS a gi h and JnthtuI tjke 
A= ever hp a sheUgli or d k i 

His honest son le, baws nt tacc 
Aye gat him fntnds m ilka place 
His breast was white his touzie back 
"Weel did wi coat o glo «y black 
Hi gauej till wi upwaid curl 
Hung oer his hnrdies wi a nirl 

Nae doubt but they were fain o ither 
And unco pack and thick lhe„ithei 
Wi oenl noae wlijles snuffed ind ^n ■ 
Whj lea miie and moudieworts they 

hon kit 
Whylea louied awa in lang exclusion 
And worried ither m diver ion 
Until iM daftin weaty gro« i 
Upon i knowe thej al them don i 
Anl tleie begin a lang digres ion 
About the loi J o the cieation 



I've aften wondered, liont!St Luath, 

What sort o' life [loor dogs like you have; 
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And when the genlry's life 1 saw. 

What way pcwr bodies lived ava. auu 

Our laird gels in his radted rents, 
Hb coals, his kaio,' and a' his stents;^ 
He rises when Le likes himsel' ; 
His flunkies answer at the bell ; 
He ea's his coach, he ca's his hoi-se j 
He draws a bonny silken pui-se 
As lang's my (ail, whare, through the 

The yellow lettered Geordie kecks, peep3 

Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frj'ing, boiling ; 
And though the gentry first are stechin, siiiiBng 
Tec e'en the ha' folk fiE their kiiciien.peopie 

pechan beiij 

Wi' sauce, ragouts, and sic-like trashtrie. 
That's little short o' downright wastrie. 
Our whipper-in, wee blastit wonner, interloper 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner 
Belter than ony tenant man 
His honour has in a' the Ian' ; 
And what poor coi-folfc pit their painch stomncii 

I own it's past my comprehension. 

1 Eent ill the shape of farm-iitoduce. 
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Trowlh. C«'iar, why3e« ilieyVp fa'^h't enough 

A eoHer howkin' in a slicugh. [iwui 

"Wi' dirty stanes biggin' a dike. 

Barring a quarry, and sic-like ; fcm 

Hinihelf, a wife, he thus sustain'!, 

A sraytne o' wee duddie weans, heap — ras 

And nought but bis han' darg. to keeji iaj's" 

Them right and tight in thark and rape.' 

And when they meet wi' sair disasters. 
Like luss o' health, or want o' maiters, 
Te maist wad thiak, a wee touch langer. 
And they maun starve o' cauld and hunger ; 
But how it comes, I ne\er kenn'd yet, 
They're maislly wonderfu' contented ; 
And buirdly chiels, and clever hizzies, efcut— t 
Are bred m sic a way as this is. 

C£SAR. 

But then to see how ye' re negleckit. 
How huffed, and cuffed, and disrespeckit ! 
L — , man, our gentry care as little 
For delvers, ditchers, and sic cattle ; 
They gang as saucy by poor folk, 
As I wad by a sfinkin' brock. i™ 

I've noticed, on our Laird'a court-day. 
And inonie a time my heart's been wae. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' ca^b, 
1 Thatch and rope, i. e. clirihes and 
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How they maun thole a factor's bear ■ 

snash : ui 

He'll stamp and threaten, curse and swear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear ; aist 
While they maim slan', wi' aspect Imrahle, 
And hear it a', and fear and tremble ! 

I see how folk Jive that hae riches ; 
But surely poor folk mauti be wretches I 



ThPi re no ■^i v,i tchels ■tin. ml think; 
rhoUj,h eOQatinlij on piorliths hnnk: porertj 
They re '•le iccu^tomed wi the si 'lit 
The Tiew Ot gies them htlle fn^iil 
Then ^-hance and fortune are ie guiled, 
They're aye in less or m'^ir pimdcJ ; 
And though fatigued wi close employment, 
A bhnk o lests a sweet enjoyment 

The deare=t comfort o their liv s 

Their gnishie weans ind f^ithfu wives ; thririnB 

The prattlmg thinijfl ate just their piide. 

That sweetens a then firesile 

And wlijles twalpennie worth' o nappy aio 

Can mak the bodies unco happy 

Thej !ay iside their pnvate lares 

To mind the Kirk and Stite affii is 

Thtyll idk o pilronage and priest 

ley being equal 
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Th m 1 bl ock 

0' d 1 f f k 

Ar b h d b an h, 

Som ra cal p d gr d q ch, 

Wh hi k k m h fas r 
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Ill favour wi' some ge 

Wha aiblias thrang a parlJa 

For Britain's guid hia saul indenda' — 



Haitb, lad, ye little ken about it; 

For Britain's guid ! guid failli, I doubt it. 

Say rather, gaiin as Premiers lead him, 

And saying Ay or No's they bid him : 

At operas and plays parading, 

Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading ; 

Or maybe, in a frolic daft. 

To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 

To mak a tour and fak a whirl, 

To learn bon ton, and see the worl'. 

There, at Vienna or Versailles, 

He rives his father's auld entails ; 

Or by Madrid he takes the route, 

To thrum guitars, and fecht wi' nowte ; tuii 

Or down Italian vista startles, 

W- — ~ bunting amang groves o' myrtles ; 

Then bouses drumly German water, mi 

To mak himael' look fair and fatter, 

And clear the consequential sorrows, 

Love-gifls of Carnival signoras. 

For Britain's guid! — for her destruction! 
Wi' dissipation, feud, and faction. 
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Hech, man ! dear sirs ! is that ilie gate 
They waste sae inony a braw estate ! 
Are we sae foughten and harassed won 

For gear to gang that gate at last! mon*?— > 

Oh would they slay aback frae courts, 

And please themsel's wi' country sports, 

It wad for every ane be better, 

The Laird, the Tenant, and the Cotter ! 

For thae frank, ranlin', raniWin' billie?, bia 

Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows; am 

Except for breakin' o' their timmer, 

Or speakin' lightly o' their limmer, mistr 

Or shootin' o' a hare or moorcock, 

The ne'er a bit they're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, Master Csesar 
Sure great folk's life's a life o' pleasure? 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can steer them, i 
The very thought o't needna fear them. 

C^SAE. 

L— , man, were ye but whyles whare I am, 
The genlles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 
It's true they needna starve or sweat. 
Through wjntei''a eauld, or simmer's heat ; 
They've nae sair wark to craze their banes. 
And fill auld age, wi' grips and granes ; 
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But human bodies are sic fools, 
For a' tlieir colleges and schools, 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
They mak enow themsel'a to vex them; 
And aye (lie less they hae to sturt them, moie 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 

A eounlry fellow at the pleugh, 

His acre's tilled, he's right eneugh ; 

A country girl at her wheel, 

Her dizzen's done, she's unco weel: doa 

But Gentlemen, and Ladies warst, 

Wi' even-down want o' wark are curst, downrigi 

They loiter, lounging, lank, and lazy ; 

Though deil haet ails them, yet uneasy; noihji 

Their ilays insipid, dull, and tasteless ; 

Their nights unquiet, lang, and restless. 

And e'en their sports, their bails and races, 
Their galloping through pubKc places, 
There's sic parade, sic pomp and art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 

The men cast out in party matches, qu«T 

Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; wWi 

Ae night they're mad wi drink and w — ing, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 

The Ladies arm-in-arra in clusters, 

As great and gracious a' as sisters ; iDHm., 
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But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
They're a' run deils and jads thegither. 
Whyles o'er the wee bit cup and platie, 
They sip the scandal potion pretty; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuka, 
Pore owre the devil's pictured beuks ; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard, 
And cheat like ony unhanged blackguard. 

There's some excepljon, man and woman ; 
But this is Genti7's life in 



By tliia, the sun was out o' sight, 
And darker gloaming brought the niglit : 
The bum-clock hummed wi' lazy drone ; 
The kye stood rowtin' i' the loan ; iDwing— miitir 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rejoiced they were na men, but dogs ; 
And each took afF his several way, 
Eesolved to meet some ilher day. 



TO A LOUSE, 



Ha ! where ye gaun, ye crawlin' ferlie ? 
Your impudence protects you sairly : 
I canna say but ye sti'uAt rai-ely 



3 and lace ; 
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Though faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 
On sic a place. 

Ye ugly, creepin', blaalil wonner, 

Detested, eliuDned, by saunt and sinner, 

How dare you set your fit upon her, foot 

Sae fine a lady ? 
Gae somewhwe elie, and seek your dinner 

Oa some poor body. 

Swilh, ia some beggar's haffet aquattle ; qnick— cheen 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi' ither kindred, jumping cattle, [acnmbia 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn nor bane ne'er daur unsettle 

Tour thick t 



Now baud you lhere,'ye're out o' sight, 
Below the fatt'rels, snug and tight ; ribi 
Na, faitii ye yel ! ye'll no be right 

Till ye'\e gut on it. 
The very tapmo-t, loweinng height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 

My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose 
As plump and gray as ony grozet ; gw 
Oh for some rank, mercurial rozet. 

Or fell, red bmeddum ! 
I'd giy you oic a hearty doze o't. 

Wad dress your droddum ! 
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I ivad na been surprised to spy 

You on an auld wife's flannen toy j caj 

Or aiWina some bit duddie boy, wggt. 

On'a wyliecoat ; nodctvEsi 

But Miss's fine Lunardi ! ■" fie ! 

How daur ye do't? 

Oh, Jenny, dinna toss yonr head, 
And set yonr beauties a' abread ! 
Ye little ken what cursed speed 

T!ie blastie's makin' ! shtiTeiitd awsw 
Thae winks and finger-enda, I dread, 

Arii notice takin' ! 

Oh wad some power the giftie gie us 
To see ourael's as others see us ! 
It wad frae monie a blunder free us. 

And foolish notion : 
"Wliat aire in dress and gait wad lea'e us, 

And even devotion ! 

I l.anardi made several ascents in his balloon in Scotland in 



.^hyGooglc 



THE OEDINATION. 



At this time, hy the death of a moderate clergy- 
man named Mutrie, there was much excitement in 
Kilmarnock, it being uncertain whether the patron 
would appoint a moderate or a high-Jtier in his place. 
When it was learned that the appointment had been 
settled in favor of the Reverend James Maekinlay, 
a j-oung scion of the zealous party, there was great 
joy throughout that camp. They remembered how a 
moderate — or, as Bums called it, a common-sense 
divinity — had come into their precincts twenty years 
before, with Mntrie's predecpssor, Lindsay, and much 
they bewailed the effects of so long a predominance 
of error. But now this place was to be taken by one 
who might be expettcd to du much to repair the evil. 
The moderates were proporlionately vexed. To con- 
sole thpQi as far aa possible. Burns composed a poem 
containing an anticipatory new of the approaching 
ceremony, by whii'h Maekinlay was to be introduced 

KiLMAEsoCK wabsters, fidge weavere — fiiispt 
and eiaw. 
And pour your creeshie nations ; grwisr 

And ye wba leather rax and di'aw, stretch 

1 The actual orduiatiun of Matkinlay did not take place 
tUl the etfa April, 1786. 
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0' a' detiominatioQS,' 
Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an a', qu: 

And there tak up your siations ; 
Then afF to Begbie's ^ in a raw. 

And pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

Curst Common Sense, that imp o' h — , 

Cam in ivi' Maggie Lauder ; ^ 
But Oliphant aft made her yell, 

And -Hussell sair misca'd her ; ' aiiuo 

This day Mackinlay taks the flail, 

And he's the boy will blaud her ! fi 

He'll clap a shangan on her tail, citff sti 

And set the bairns to daud her beapati 
Wi" dirt this day. 

Mak haste aJid lurn King David owre, 
And hit wi' holy clangor ; ri 

1 Kilammock vns th«ii a town of 1>etween three and fo 
thoasand inhabitants, moat of whom were eugaged Id t 
inannfacture of carpets, and other coarse ixioUen goods, or 
the preparation of leather. 

2 A lavem near the church. 

8 There was a popniat notion that Mr. Linda y h d be 
uidebt«d fijr his presentation from the patron. Lord CI i 
to his wife, Margaret Lauder, irho was believed t, 1 
- assnred, erroneously, to have been his lordship's h ns k p< 
Hr. Lindsay's induction, ui 17S4, was so much ppos 
to the senOmeufs of the people, that it produce! t 

tended by many outrages. 

* Oliphant and Rnssoll were Kilmarnock ministers of t 
zealous party. 

vol. I. 18 
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(y double verse come gie us four, 

And skirl up the Bangor: sing shrilly 

This Jay the Kirk kicks up a stoure, ^"^^ 
Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her, 

For Heresy is in her power, 

And gloriously she'll whang her atmp 

Wi' pilh this day. 

Come, let a proper text be read, 

And touch it aif wi' vigour, 
How graceless Ham ' leugh at bis dad, ungfaed 

Which made Canaan a" nigger ; 
Or Phinehas ' drove the munleriiig blade, 

With w — abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporah,' the scauldin' jad, 

Was like a biuidy tiger 

I' the inn that day. 

There, try his mettle on the creed. 

And bind him down wi' caution, 
That stipend is a carnal weed 

He taks but for the fashion ; 
And gie him owre the flock to feed, 

And punish each transgression ; 
Especial, rama that cross the breed, 

Gie them suiflcient threshin' 

Spare them nae day. 
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How, auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail, 

And toss iLy horns fii' canty ; merrj 

Nae mair thou'll rowte out-owre the dale, low 
Because thy pasture's scanty ; 

For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 
Shall fill thy crib in plenty. 

And I'unts o' grace the pick and cebimso-Bttma 

No gien by way o' dainty, 
But ilka day. 

Nae mair by Babel's streams we'll weep, 

To think upon our Zioa ; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep, 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin' ; 
Come, screw the pegs, wi' tuncfu' cheep, 

And o'er the thairms be tryin't aadie Btcings , 
Oh, rare ! to see our elbucks jwheep, elbows tj 

And a' like lamb-tails flyin' 
Fu' last this day. 

Lang, Patronage, wi' rod o' aim, iron 

Has shored the Kirk's undoin', meik-iteil 

As lately Fenwick, sair forfairn, disfref^ed 
Has proven to its ruin : '■ 

I Allusion is here made (o Ihe long-diaputed settlement of 
Mr. William Boyd aa minister of the parish of Fenwl«k. 
The people being prejudiced against him as a moderate, or as 
one brought forward by that party, his nominaUon was com- 
bated as long as possible ; but he was at length ordained in 
the coundl-diamber of Irvine, June So, 1T82. Mr, Boyd nf- 



.^hyGooglc 



244 THE OKDINATION. 11780. 

Our patron, honeit man! Glencairo, 

He saw mischief was bi'ewin', 
Aad like a godly ^lect boirn 

He's waled us out a true nne, 
And sound this day. 

Now, Eoberlaon ^ hirangue nae mair, 

But steek }our gab for cior; oioac— mouth 

Or try tlie wicked town of Ayr, 

For tliere they'll ihink you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on jour kar, learning 

Ye may commence a shaver ; 
Or lo the Netherton ^ repaii, 

And turn a carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand this day. 

Mutrie * and you were just a match, 

We never had sic twa drones : 
Auld Ilomie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 

Just like a winkin' baudrons ; rat 

And aye he cafched the tilher wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons : 
But now his honour maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons, 
Fast, fast this day. 

lerwanJs became an acceptabk postor to his flock, over whom 
he presided till hia deatb at an advanced age in 1823; 

1 The colleague of the newly-ordained clergyman — a mod- 

2 A portion <iS the town of Kilmarnock. 

STbe deceased clergyman nhom Mr. Jlackiiilay succeeded. 
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See, see auld 

Shea svvm 

Hark hon th 


Orthodovj's faes 
^ein thiou^h (he cily : 
e nine tilled cil she plays! 


I vow It's 
There Leaioi 


unu> preliy 

n^ with his Greekish face, 


Grunts out 

And Comrao, 

To mik to 


some Lilm ditty, 
Spnse 15 gtim, she says, 
Jamie Be-Jttie^ 




Her plaint this day. 


But there'3 Morality himsel' 


Embnimg 
Hear how he 


all opinions , 
gies the (ither yell. 


Between hi 
See how she 


peels the akin and fell, 


As ane wen peelin' onions' 
Now there — they'ie picked aff to h — , 
And biDished our dominions 




Henceforth tiiia day. 



Oh happj day' re]on,e, lejoice ' 
Come liouie about the porter I 

Moralily'a demure decoys 

Shall here nae miir find quarter : 

Mackinlay, Kii-sell ate thr bojs 
That heresy can toiturc 

1 Probftbly the well-ktion-n auflior of the Ussuy m Ti-uth is 
here meant. Local ai:iic|uorieB are unable to give any otliei 
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The/11 gie her ou a rape a hgyse, 
And CO we her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 

Come, bring the titlier mutehkin in, 

And here's for a conclusion: — 
To every New Light mother's son, 

From this time forth, Confusion ! 
If mair they deave us wi' Iheir din. 

Or Patronage intrusion, 
We'll light a spunk, and every skin 

We'll rin them afF in fusion. 

Like oil some day.' 



AN ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID, OB 
THE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 





" My Bon, these maxims make a role, 




And Inmp (hem aye thegither ; 




The ffigid Righteous k a fool, 




The Rigid Wise anither. 








May hae some pylea o' caff in ; cl«ff 




So ne'er a fellow-creature slight 




For random fits o' daffin." twlj 




Solomon. -Ecdea.vil.ie. 


We VI 


:nture, on conjecture, to refer to this period. 


, poem 


coniainini,' some lines calculated to engrave 




aid, ia ( 


ansequrmoc of hia " fine mannec," for he had little 
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themselves on tlie heart, but which did rot see 
light till after the fame of Bums was established. 



Oh ye wha are sae guid yoursel', 

Sae pious and sae holy, . 
Ye've nought to do but mark and tell 

Tour neebour's ^■luts and folly ; — ■ 
Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill. 

Supplied wi' store o' water. 
The Leaped happer's ebbing still. 

And still the ciap plays clatter ; — 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals. 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door 

For glaikit Folly's portals ! 
I f h h hi 1 k 

W Id h p p d f 
Th d t k th 11 k k 

Th f 1 d m h 

"i J t t th pi 

A d h dd t tl ff 
B t cat m m 1 f d 

Wh m k tl hly d ff 

D t wh t t oc 

Th t p y y p d 

A d {wh fl th th 1 ) 

T b tt t h d 
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Think, when jour cisU^ated pulse 

Gie'i now and then i wallop. 
What iaging= must hia veina coniulse, 

That atill eleinal gillop, 
Wi' wind ind tide fur i jour tail, 

Eight on ye =cud your i-ea wiy , 
But in the teeth o baith to sail, 

It unkea ^n unco lee way 

See Soiial Life and Glee sil down, 

All jojous ind unthinking, 
Till, quite transmugnlied, they're grown 

Dehiuthery and Drinking 
Oh would they stiy lo calculate 

Tb' eternal consequences ' 
Or lour more dreaded hell to state, 

Dimnition of expenses' 

Te high, esilled virtuous dames. 

Tied up in godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor Frailty nimes. 

Suppose 1 change o ca-es, 
A deirlo^ed lad, conienience snu^ 

A treiLheroua inclination — 
But, let me whi-per i' jour lu^, 

Ye're aiblina nie Icmplition 

Then gently scan jour biothcr mva 

Still gentler sister woman 
Though ihey miv gang a k< imiii sms 
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To step aside is human: 
One point must slill be greatly dark, 

The moving why tliey do it : 
And just as lamely can ye mark 

How far perhaps they me it. 

Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly can try us ; 
He knows each chord — its various tor 

Each spring — its various bias. 
Then at the balance let's be mute; 

IVe never can adjust it; 
What's done we partly may compute, 

EqL know not what's resisted. 



THE INVENTORY. 



In May 1785, in order to liquidate ten millions of 
unfunded debt, Mr. Pitt made a conwderabie addition 
to the number of taxed articles, amongst which were 
female-servants. The poem seems to have been called 
forth by the bard's receipt of the next annual mandate 
from Mr. Ajken of Ayr, surveyor of taxes for the dis- 

* SiE, as your mandate did request, 
I send YOU here a faithfu' list 
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O' gudes and gear, and a' my graith, fanuehiDg 
To which I'm clear to gie my aith. 

Imprimis, then, for carriage-cattJe, 
I have four brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew afore a pettle, piougn-aHck 

My han' afore's' a gude auld has-been, 
And wight and wilfu' a' his days been, atrana: 
My ban' aliin's ' a weel-gaun fiJIy, 
That aft has borne me hame frae Killie," 
And your auld burro' monie a time, 
In days when riding was nae crime. 
But ance, whan in my wooing pride, 
I like a blockhead boost io ride, must needs 
The wilfu' creature sae I pat to 
(L — , pardon all my sins, and that too!) 
I played my filly sic a shavie, iiirk 

She's a' bedevil'd wi' the spavie. 
My fur ahin's * a wordy beast, worthy 

As e'er in (ug or tow was traced, hiaoorropo 
The fourth's a Highland Donald hastie, 
A d — d red wud Kilburnie blastie I ^ mad 

Forbye a cowte o' cowtes the wale, coit— choiM 

I The fore^orse on the left hand in the plough. 

3 The hindmost on the left hand in (he plough. 

8 Kilmarnock. 

* The hindmost hoise on <he right hand in the plough. 

^ (Slurivelled old thing.) Bums had bought this horse at a 
Kilbuniie feir, ftom one William Kirkwood, a noted horse- 
coupei, who lived at Baillieston in that neighborliood, and 
who realised a fortune by his trade. 
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Aa eve in afore a tul, 

If he be «i ared to be ■» bea t 

Hell draw ne hfeen [ un at lea t 

Wheel carr ages I hae but fe v 

Thiee carts and twa a e feckly ev moatiy 

Ae luld nleelbarrov ir for token 

Ae leg 1 1 b th tl e Ir ms -ire I oke shafB 

I m de a poke o tl e ap n le 

And my -juld m ber brunt tl e t Ic wheel 

F r 1 e I ye tl ree m s h e ous V J 
Run de 1 for rani n and for no e Run mid 
A ga d n an ai e a tbnaher toll i poughmiLn 
Wee Dd\o k hauls the novt id fother' 
I rule then aa I ought d creelly 
And ai en labour them co npletely hrash 

Anl 'Jjc on &u daj dulj n ghtl 
I o the Que t ons tirge the t „htlj mmtae 
TiU fith vee D ok turned s e gleg ^utck 
Tlo gh Bcar ely ia ger thin jour leg 
Hell screed jou aft Effect <l Calbng 
Aa ta t as o y n be dwaU ng 
I^e na e n fen ale se v n tat on 
(L — kt [ me aje i ae a tenjtalon ) 
I Lac Die V fe — wi that mj bl s i" 

1 Keeps the cattle in fodder. 

2 In the Shorter Catechism of the Westminster Assembly 
of Divines — universiillT naed in Scotland, and commonly 
called The Q«es(U,as — mat « Efeclual Calling? is one of 
the interrogatjons. 
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And ye Inve Uid nae tax on iniasea 

Wi weana Im nn r llian weel con(enl«d, 

Heiven sent me ane mae than I wanted 

My sonsie ^milking dear bought Beas^ come 

Sle stales the daddy in her face 

Enough of ought je like but giace 

Bui her my Vonn) sfteet nee lalj 

I\e pill lou^h fur her alreadj 

And gn ye tix her or her miliier 

B the L — je e get thtm a ihpgilher 

And now remember Mr A kpn 
Mae kill of licence out Im takin • * 
My trav 1 a on fool 1 11 shink it w»i 

I^e sturdy beaier^ Uude be thankit * * 
Sae dinna put me in your b ike 
Nor tor my ten white shillings luke 

This list wi my ain hand I ve wrote al 
The diy and date a-! under noted 
Then know ill je whom it t.oncem'i 

C ROBEPT Blens 



MOSSQIEL FJ>rm.ry 23 I 86 
1 The poet's child, then an iuniale of Jlospgiel, and about 
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TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY. 

The letter ■which follows was the consequence of 
fk request for a sight of his Caller's Salurdai/ Nighl, 
irom a person named John Kennedy, -who then resided 
as clerk or sub-faotor at Dumfries House, lie seat of 
the Earl of Dumfrfts, a few miles from Maachline. 
It 13 eharaeteristic of the frankness of Borns, and ex- 
presses some of his predominant feelings. 

MOBEOlEt, 3d March, 1786. 

SiK — I have done myself the pleasure of comply- 
ing with your request in sending you my Cottager. 
If yon have a leisure minute, I should be glad you 
would copy it, and return me either the original or the 
tianscript, as I have not a copy of it by me, and I 
have a iricnd who wishes to see it. 

Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse 

E'er bring you in by Mauchline Corse,^ 

L — , man, there's lasses there wad force 

A hermit's fancy ; 
And down the gate, in faith, they're worse, "^"i 

And mair unchancy. 

But, as I'm sayin', please step to Dow's, 
And taste sic gear as Johnnie brews. 
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Till 6ome bit callan brJQg me news 
Tliat yoii are there ; 

And if we dinna hand U bouze, 
I'ae ne'er drink mair. 

It's no I like lo sit and awallow, 

Then like a swine to puke and wallow ; 

But gie ma just a true guid fallow, 

Wi right engine, t*idp«r — g 

And spunkie, ante to make us mellow, 

And then we'll ohino. 

Now, if je're ane o' warld's folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak, 
And sklent on poverty their joke, t 

Wi' bitter sneer, 
Wi' you no friendship will I trolce, eici 

Nor cheap nor dear. 

But if, as Fm informed weel, 
Te hate, as ill's ibe very deil," 
The flinty heart that canna feel, 

Come, sir, here's lae you ! 
Hae. there's ray han', I wiss you weel, 

And guid bi! wi' you ! 
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INSCRIBED ON THE BLANK-LEAF OF A 
COPr OF MISS HANNAH MORE'S WORKS, 
PRESEKTED BY THE AUTHOR. 

3d April, 1786. 

Thou flatteriog mark of fi-iendship kind, 
Still may tby pages call to mind 

The dear, the beauteous Donor ; 
Though sweetly female every part, 
Yet such a head, and more the heart. 

Does both the sexes honour. 
She shewed her taste refined and just 

When she selected thee. 

Yet deviating own I must. 

In sae approving me ; 

But kind still, I'll mind still 

The Giver in the gift — 

I'll bless her, and wiss her 

A friend aboon the lift. aboie the skj 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 



The title of this pieue was originally Tke Gowan: 
the English appellation waa subsequently adopted. 

Web, modest, crimsOD-tippfed flower, 

Thou's met me in an evil hour ; 

For I maun crush amang the sfoure ami 

Thy slender stem r 
To spare thee now is past my power, 

Thou bonny gem. 

Alas ! it's no thy neibor sweet. 
The bonny lark, companion meet. 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi' spedcled breast, 
"When upward-springing, blithe, to greet 

The purpling east I 

Cauld blew the bitter biting north 

Upon thy early, humble birlh , 

Tet cheerfully thou glinted forth peeped 

Amid the storm 
Scarce reared above the p irpnt pirfh 

Thy tendnr foim 
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The flaunting flowers our gardens yield, 
High shellering woods and was maun shield : 
But thou, heneath the random hield proteoiion 

0' clod or stane. 
Adorns the histie stibble-field, arj 

There, in thy scanty mantle dad. 
Thy snawie bosom sunward spread, 
Thou lifts tliy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptearsf thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artle'-s maid, 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betrayed. 

And guileless trust. 
Till she, like thee, all soiled, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless itarr'd! 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows ragi", and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suffering worth is given. 

Who long with wants and woes has striven, 
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By human pride or cunning driven 
To misery's brink. 

Till wrenched of every stay but Heaven, 
He, ruined, sink ! 

Even thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine — no distant date; 
St«rn Ruin's ploughshare drives, eiate, 

Full on Ihy bloom, 
Till crushed beneati the furrow's weight, 

Shall be thy doom. 



When it appeared, in the spring of 1786, (hat the 
love between the poet and Jean Armour liad become 
transgression. Bums and his brother were beginning 
to tear that their farm would prove a ruinous concern. 
He yielded, nevertheless, to the wish of his unhappy 
partner to aeknow ledge her as his wife, and thus repair 
as far as possible the consequences of their error. He 
gave her such an acknowledgment in writing — a doc- 
ument sufficient in the law of Scotland to constitute 
what is called an irregular, though perfectly valid, 
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marriage. Jean probably expected (hat, if her par- 
ents were first made acquainted with her fault by 
the announcement of tlandestine nuptials, they would 
look more mildly upon it ; for suth is a common course 
of circumstances in her rank in life in Scotland. But 
it was otherwise in this case. Knowing well that 
Bums was not in flourishing circumstances, It appeared 
to the father that marriage, so far from mending the 

Burns came formai'd on this occasion with all the 
manliness which hja character would have led us to 
expect. He admitted the hopelessness of his present 
circumstances ; but he offered to go out to Jamaica in 
flje hope of bettering them, and of coming borne in a 
few years and cliuming Jean as bis wife. If this plan 
should not meet Mr. Armour's approbation, he was 
willing to descend even to the condition of a common 
laborer, in order to furnish means for the present 
support of Iiis wife and her expected offspring. Mr. 
Armour met every proposal with rejection. He 
announced his resolution, if possible, to annul tie 
marriage, such as it was. Yielding to liis demand, 
probably preferred in no mild mood, Jeaii surrendered 
the paper lo her angry father, by whom it was placed 
in tbe hands of Mr. Aiken of Ayr. There were some 
-violent and distressing scenes between tbe parties. 
Not endowed by nature with very deep or abiding 
feelings, and depressed in spirit by the sense of her 
error, Jean, to the utter confusion of Bums, appeared 
less willing to cleave to her husband than to ber father. 
The poet viewed her conduct with deep resentment, 
and was thrown by it into a state of mind which, 
according to his own confession, " had very nearly 
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given him one or two of the principal qudlihtation 
for a place among those who hue lost the chart and 
mistaken the reckoning of rationality 

He iostantly made up hii mm 1 to e\ile from his 
much-loved country. Hie poiertj and impiudence 
made t^at course desirable , and ai^er the moitiUca 
tion he had met with, he had no hngur the wish to 
stay at home. He therefore agreed with a Di. Doug- 
las to go out to Jamaica as a book-keeper on his 



Oh tfaou pale orb, that silent shines, 

While care-unfroubled mortals sleep ! 
Thou seest a wreteh who inly pines, 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep 

Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam j 
And mourn, in lamentation deep. 

How life and love are all a dream. 

I joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly-marked distant hill: 
I joyless view thy trembling horn 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondiy-flultering heart be still ! 

Thou busy power, i-emembrance, cease 
Ah ! must the agonising thrill 

For ever bar r 



No idly-feigned poetic pains 

My sad, love-loni lamentings claim ; 
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No shepherd's pipe— Arcadian strains; 

No fiibled tortQi-es, quaint and tame : 
The plighted faith, the mutual flame, 

The oft-attested Powers ahove, 
The promised father's tender name — 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptured momenta flown ! 
How have I wished for fortune's cfaarma 

For her dear sake, and hers alone ! 
And must I think it!' — is she gone. 

My secret heart's exulting boast ? 
And does she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she ever, ever lost ? 

Oh can she bear so base a heart, 

So lost to honour, lost to truth, 
As from the fondest lover pai't, 

The phghted husband of her youth ! 
Alas ! life's path may be unsmoolh ! 

Her way may lie through rough distress I 
Then who her pangs and pains will soothe, 

Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 

Ye winged hours that o'er us passed. 
Enraptured more, the more enjoyed, 

Your dear remembrance in my breast. 
My fondly-treasui-ed thoughts employed. 

That breast, how dreary now, aod void. 
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Evci eseiy idj of lope de tiojed 
And not a mat to gild the gWm ! 

The m in tl it n una tl dp[ oihig day, 

Anakb me up to lo 1 aid wfe 
I ste thn hour- m lon„ anay 

Til It I must suflu hngeiing slow. 
Full many a pang and manj a thioe, 

keen recollection s direful trim 
Must wnng my oul eie PhccbuB, low, 

Shall kisi the distant western mam. 

And when my nijshtlj couch I liy 

Sore harassed out with care and grief, 
My foil beat nerve and teii worn eye ■ 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief. 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief. 

Reigns haggard-wild in sore affright : 
Even day, all bitter, brings relief 

From sucli a horror-breathing night. 

Oh thou bright queen, who o'er th' expanse. 

Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Observed us, fondly-wandering, stray ! 
The time unlieeded spiid away, 

While love's Insurious pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy sliver-gleaming ray. 

To matk the mutual kindling eye. 
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Oh scenes in strong remembrance set ! 

Scenes never, never to return ! 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget, 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 
From every joy and pleasure torn, 

Life's iveary vale I'll wander through ; 
And hopeless, comfortless, I'll mourn 

A fmthless woman's broken vow. 



DESPONDENCY. 



Oppressed with grief, oppressed with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I set me down and sigh : 
Oh life ! thou art a galling load. 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim-backward as I east my view, 
What sickening scenes appear! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through, 
Too justly I may fear ! 
Still caring, despairing, 

Must be my bitter doom ; 

My woes here shall dose ne'er 

But with the closing tomb ! 
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Happy, ye sons of busy life, 
Who, equal to (he bustling strife, 

No other view regard ! 
Even when the wished end's denied. 
Yet while the busy means' are plied, 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandoned wight, 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet every sad returning night 
And joyless morn the same. 
You, bustling, and juslling, 

Foi^et each grief and paiQ ; 
I, listless, yet restless. 

Find every prospect vain. 

How blest the solitary's lot, 
Who, ftll-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Within his humble cell, 
The cavern wild with tangling roots. 
Sits o'er his newly-gathered fruits, 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or hapiy to his evening thought, 

By unfrequented stream. 
The ways of men are distant brought, 
A faint collected dream ; 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to Heaven on high. 
As wand 'ring, meand'ring, 
He views tiie solemn sky. 
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Than I, no lonely hermit placed, 
"Wliere never human foo(step traced. 

Less fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art. 
But ah ! those pleasure;!, loves, and joys. 

Which I too keenly taste. 
The solitary can despise, 

Can want, and yet be blest! 
He needs not, he heeds not. 

Or human love or hate. 
Whilst I hei-e, mu'it ciy here 
At perfidy ingrate ! 

Oh en^nhle early dija. 

When dmcing thonghlless pleiaure's maze 

To care, to guilt unknown ' 
How ill exch-tnged lor ripei times, 
To feel the follies, or the ctimes, 

Of oihers, or my own' 
Ye tiny ehes that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the hush, 
Te little know the ills ye court. 
When manhood is youi wish ! 
The losoes, the ciosses 

That acUve man engige ! 
The fcal^ all the tear, all, 
Ot dim declining atje 
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All hail ! inexorable lord, 

At whose desti-ucl ion-breathing word 

The mightiest empires falll 
Thy cruel, wo-delighled train, 
TLe ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all ! 
With 3tem-resolved, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tie. 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then lowering and pouring. 

The Sturm no more I dread ; 
Though thick'ning and black'ning 
Bound ray devoted head. 

And tiou grim Power, by life abhorred, 
While life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh hear a wretch's prayer! 
No more I shrink appalled, afraid ; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 

To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace. 

Resign life's joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbings cease, 

Cold mouldering in the clay ? 
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No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face ; 

Enclasped and grasped 

Within thy cold embrace ! 



SONG. 

Again rejoicing Nature sees 

Her robe assume its vernal hues ; 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 
All freshly steeped in morning dews^ 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 
In Tain to me the violets spring ; 

In vain to me, in glen or shaw. 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing, lion 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks ; iif«if 

1 Burns, on publishing thi 
edition, 1787, admitted into ii 
by a gentleman of tbat city ! 

" And maun I still on Menie doat. 

And bear the eoorn that's in her e'e, 
For it's jet jet black, and it's like a haivl:, 
And it winna let a body be 1 " 
This doggerel interferes so sadly with Ihe sfmin of Bunis's 
beantiful ode, that the present editor felt compelled to estrude 
it. He hopes it will oaver heteaftat ba replaced. 
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But life to me's a weary dream, 
A dream of aae that never wauks. 

The wanton coot the water skima, 
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, 

The stately swan majestic swims, 
And everything is blest but I. 

The shepherd ateeks his faulding slap,-* 
And oivre the moorland whistles shrill ; 

Wi' wild, unequal, wandering step, 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blithe waukens by the daisy's side, 

And mounts and sings on flitferiag wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl, 
And raging bend the naked tree : 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul, 
When Nature all is sad like me! 



NOTE TO GAVm HAMILTON. 

The wretchedness breathed in the foregoing poems 
is of too extreme s. character to have been long pre- 
dominant, at least in all its force, in such a mind as 
that of Burns. At the beginning of May, he is fonnd 
' Shuts the opening in his fold. 
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addressing Mr. Hamilton in playful iernis reapficting 
a sGrvant-boy, whom that gentleman had talked of 
taking oiT his hands, and who in the mean time had 
been spoken to with a view to engagement by a per- 
son whom fiurns did not so much esteem. 

MosQAViLLE 1 May 3, 
1 HOLD if, sii', my bounden duty, 
To warn you how that Master Tootie, 

Alias Laird M'Gaun 
Wd^ here to hire jon Ud aivij 
Bout whom je spak the lither day, 

And wad hat, lone t aff han off-bami 

But leet he learn the callnn tricks, 

As, &ith I mucklp doubt him 
Like BCi-flpin out aulil Ciummies nicks,^ 
And tellm lies about them 

Ab lie\e then Id hive then, miiiingij 

"ioui clerkship he should sair, serve 
If sae he je nnj be 

Not fitted othei where »uiiea 

Although I ly t he s gleg enough, ahorp 

And bout a house that<< rude and rough, 

1 Ml givdi" the proper appellat on of the farm — ahorl- 



\o appear younger than it 
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KOTE TO GAVIN HAMILTOK. [ 

The bo) might learn lo swear; 
But then wi joi htll be le tiught, 
And get sn, fan example Mraught, ui 

I hiveai oiij fear 
Tell catechiae him eifry quui 

And shore him weel wi h — thr 

And g«ir him follow to the kiik — 
Aye wbeii je ging joursel 
If je then maun be then 

Frae hirae this tomin Friday; 
Then ple^st sir (o leae t.ir, 
The oideia wi joui leddy. 

My word of honour I liae giPO 

In Pai&lej Johns, iji'it night tt e'en, 

To meet the wdild- worm ' 
To try to ^Pt the twa to gree 
Anl nime the airle ^ ani the fee, 

In legal mode and form 
I ken he wee! a sneck cin dM«,° 

When simple bodies let him 
And it a devil be at ■i 

In faith he^ autt, to get him 
To phrase jou and praise you, 

\e ken your Lauieate corns: 

The prajpi alill jou share still, 

Of grateful Minstkel Burns. 

1 A term expTesaive of it mean, avani:iuus character 

2 The ah-les — earnest-money. 

s See note to the Address lo the fJeil. p. 156. 
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EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

A poetical letter of sagacious advitc to Andrew 
Aiken, son of liis patron liobert Aiken, tlien about to 
launch out into tho world. 

May, 1786. 
I LANG hae thought, my youthfu' friend, 

A something (o have sent you, 
Though it should serve nae other end 

Than just a kind memento ; 
But liow [lie subject-theme may gang, 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn out a sang, 
Perhaps turn out a sernion. 

Ye'll tiy the world fu' soon, my lad. 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 
Te'll find mankind an unco squad, rtmnge 

And muckle they may grieve ye. 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

Even when your end's attained; 
And a' your views may come to nought. 

Where every nerve is strained. 

I'll no say men are villains a' ; 
The real, hardened wicked, 
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i EriSTLE TO A rotING FKIEND. | 

Wha hae nae check bit humaa law, 

Are to a few reatricLed : 
But, och iinnkind ire unco weak, 

And I tile to be tru-,ted ; 
If self the wivenng balance shake, 

It's rarelj right adj ifted ! 

Yet they wba fa in fortune's strife, 

Their fate we should na censure, 
For still th important end of life 

They equallj may answer : 
A man nidj hae an honest heart, 

Though poo tith houriystare him ; p 
A man may tak a neibor's part. 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

Aye free iff hin jour story lell. 

When wi a bosom ciony; 
But still keep somelhing to yoursel' 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal your el as weel's ye can 

Frae cntical dissection, 
But keek through c^eiy other man 

Wi' sharpened sly iiiopection. 

The sacred low o wepl-plaeed love, 

Luxunantly mdulge it ; 
But never tempt th illicit rove. 

Though naething should divulge it. 
I waive the quantum o' the sin, 
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The hazard of concealing ; 

Bui, och! it hardens a' within, 

And petrifies Ihe feeling ! 

To catch Dame Fortune's golden smile, 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by every wile 

That's justified hy honour ; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Kor for a (rain-attendant. 
But for the gloriou'* privilege 

Of being independent. 

The fear o' hell's a hangman's whip, 

To hand the wretch in order; te 

But where ye feel your honour grip, 

Let that aye be your border: 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' sidf-pretences ! 
And resolutely keep its laws, 

Uncaring consequences. 

The great Creator to revere 

Muat sure become the creature ; 
But stiil the preaching cant forbear. 

And even the rigid feature. 
Yet ne'er with wits profane (o range, 

Be ciSmplaisance extended ; 
An Atheist laugh's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended ! 
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When ranting round in Pleasure's ring. 

Religion, may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random sting, 

It may be litlle minded ; 
But when on life we're tempest-driven, 

A conscience but a canker, 
A correspondence fixed wi' Heaven 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 

Adifiu, dear amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanlJng ! 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth, 

Erect your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, " God send you speed," 

Still daily to grow wiser ; 
And may you better reck the rede mina the couok] 

Than ever did th' adviser ! ' 

I In a cupy of this poem iu Burns'a own hand, and bearing 
date "MoaBgiel, May 15th, 1788," there occurs an additional 
stanza nliich the admirable taste of the poet had dodbtless 

which he had theretbre Been tit to omit. It t]iFO>iG 90 valuable 
a ligbt on the state of his own mind at this cnsis, that it cer- 
tainly ought not to be suppressed, though we shonld not de- 
site to see it replaced in the poem. It occurs immediately 
after the line, " And petrifies the feeling." 
If 7e hae made a slep aside, 

Some hap mistake o'erta'en you, 
Yet still keep up a decent pride. 

And ne'er o'er fer demean jou. 
Time comes wi' kind oblivions shade, 

And daily darker sets it, 
And if nae mair mistakes are made, 
The world soon tenets it. 
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FLOW GENTLY, SWEET AFTON. 

Tune — TU YeUom-lmred Laddie. 

Burna had been caat off by the Armours in what he 
felt as a most shameful way — divorced on account of 
poverty! In this moment of wounded pride he re- 
called the image of an amiable girl in the service of 
his friend Hamilton, a sweet, sprightly, blue-eyed 
creature, of a firmer modesly and self-respect than too 
many of the other maidens he had addressed. Mary 
Campbell was of Highland parentage, from the neigh- 
borhood of Dunoon, on the Firlh of Clyde. There 
is some obscurity about the situations and movements 
of Mary ; it is quite certain (hat she was at one IJme 
dairy-maid at Coilsfield. 

A song of Burns, in persona, scenery, and circum- 
stances most sweetly pastoral, and breathing of luxu- 
rious love unsmirehed by disappointment actual or 
anticipated, must here be introduced, because it un- 
doubtedly relates to his passion for Mary. It may be 
remarked, that the locality, Glen Afton, -which is at 
a considerable distance, in the head of Nithsdale, has 
led \a some misapprehensions regarding the history of 
the lyric; but all doubt is set at rest by a daughter 
of Mrs. Dunlop, wlio affirms that she remembers 
hearing Burns say it was written upon the Coilsfield 
dairy-maid. We must consequently infer, that the 
name Afton was adopted by our poet pro eupTionite 
lira, probably, by the name of 
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Afton Lodi^e in the neighboHvood of Coilsfield, the 
residence of hia friend and patroness Mrs. Stewart 



Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes, 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a son^ in thy praise ; 
My Maiy's asleep by thy murmiirlng stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo reffouiids through 

the glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwing thy screaming for- 

I charge you disturb not ray slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far marked with the courses of clear winding 

There daily I wander as noon rises high, 

My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below, 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft as mild evening weeps over the lea. 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal Stream, Afton, how lovely it glides, 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ; 
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THE HIGHLA.ND 



How waDton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As gathering sweet flowerets she sleins thy clear 



Flow gently, sweet AiVon, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet AftoD, disturb not her dream. 



THE HIGHLAND LASSIE. 

The date of Burns's attachment to Highland Mary, 
and several of the circuoLStanecs connected with it, 
have been matter of doubt and obscurity till lately. 
In January 1850, Mr. William Douglas brought be- 
fore the Society of Scottish Antiquaiies an elaborate 
paper, making it all but perfectly certain that the afiidr 
was, what had never been liitlierto suspected, an epi- 
sode in the attachment to Jean Armour He showed 
that it could not hate been, as several blc^raphers 
had surmised, a stni-tlj earlj or juvenile attachment, 
and also traced the connection between this attach- 
ment and the design ol going (o the West Indies, a 
desi^ of which we hear at no earlier period of his life 
than spring 1786. This connection appears strongly 
in the following song, wliieh Burns afterwards pub- 
lished in Johnson's Scots Musicid Museum. 

Nae gentle dames, though e'er sae fair, 
Shall ever be my Muse's care: 
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Their litlps a' aie empfy '(how; 
Gie me my Highland lassie, 0. 

Within the glen sae bushy, 0, 
Abuon the plains sae mshy, O, 
I set me down wi' right good-will, 
To sing my Highland lassie, 0. 

Oh were yon hills and valleys mine, 
Yon palaee and yon jrarden? fine, 
Tlie world then the love should know 
I bear my Highland lassie, 0. 

But fickle Fortune frowns on me. 
And I maun cro^is the raging sea; 
But while my orimson currents flow, 
ni love my Highlaod lassie, 0. 

Although through foreign clime'* I range, 
I know her heart will never change. 
For her bosom burns with honour's glow, 
My faithful Highland lassie, 0. 

For her Til dare the billow=' roar. 
For her I'll trace a distant shore. 
That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my Highland lassie, O. 

She has my heart, she has my hand, 
By sacred truth and honour's band! 
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'Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I'm thine, my Highland la^ie, 0. • 

Farewell the glen sae bushy, ! 
Farewell the plain sae rushy, O ! 
To other lands I now must go, 
To sing my Highland lassie, 0. 



A PRAYER FOR MART, 

The following song, wliich was found amongst the 
poet's manoscripts after his deaih, answers perfectly to 
:s and feelings wliieh have been repre- 



PowERs tele till ' whose protection 

Ever gu^rd"- the Mrtuous fdir. 
While in distant dimef I wander, 

Let my Mary be jour coie 
Let her form ^Ae ftir and faullles'-, 

Fair and ftultleaa ■^s jour own, 
Let my Mary a kindred -ipiiit 

Draw your choicest influence down 

Blake the gales you waft around her 
Soft and peaceftil as her b^ea'^t, 

Breathing in the breeze that lana her, 
Soothe her boaom into rest 
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) WILL TE GO TO THE INDIES ? HTS6. 

Guardian angelsl oh. protect her 
When in distant lands I roam; 

To realms unknown while fate exiles me, 
Make her bosom still my home. 



WILL TB GO TO THE INDIES, MY 
MARY? 

Burns told Mr. Thomson in 1792: "In my very 
early years, when I was thinking of going to the West 
Indies, I took the foilovring farewell of a dear girl" 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore ? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across the Atlantic's roar?' 

1 The first verse is not lo bo read as expressins a desire of 
Uie poet tliat Mary should accomptiny hiiii to the West la- 
dies; the Test of the poem makes the idea of a parling and 
ferewell qnite clear. The yerse is to ba accepted simply as a 
variation of the song whose air was adopted — ^ilt ye go to 
Ihe Ewe^iKh/i, Martoaf But for the phrases, "very earlj- 
life," and " my veiy early years," there could be no difficully 
in assigning My Bighland Laisie and WiS ye goto Ike IiuSei, 
tag Maryf which is evidently another expression of the same 
passion, to tbe date 1T86; but Mr-Dguglas at^ues, that eittier 
Bums felt as if the lapse of six years had broi^ht him out of 
youth into middle life, or he wished to maintain a mystery 
regardiug the story of Mary. 
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Oh sweet grow the hme and the orange, 

And the apple on tlie pine ; 
But a' the charms o' the Indies 

Can never equal thine. 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the Heavens forget me 
"When I forget my vow ! 

Oh plight me your faith, tbj Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand ; 

Oh pUght me your feith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand. 

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join ; 
And curst be the cause that shall part us, 

The hour and the moment o' time ! 



ELIZA. 

Tune — Gilderoy. 

It is to be feared that Burns was not a man for 
-nhom his admh'ers can safely claim steadiness of af- 
fection, any more than they can arrogate for him a 
romantic or platonic delicacy. It appeal's as if there 
■was still another maiden high in his book of passion 
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during this agitating period. Of her be takes leare 
in terms nearly resembling those employed in tie 
Highland Lassie, and whjuh involve the same allusions 
in approaching e^ile I'lom his native 






From thee, Eliza, I must go. 

And from my native ahore : 
The cruel fates bftween us throw 

A boundless ocean's roar ; 
But boundles" oepans. roaring wide 

Between my love and me, 
They never, ne^er can divide 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice i- in my ear. 

We part to meet no more I 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by, 
That thi-ob, Eliza, is thy part, 

And thine that latest sigh ' 
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ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUli. 



THOUGH CRUEL PATE. 

Tdbb— The Jfmiheni Laas. 

It serres to add to the strange confusion of the love- 
affturg of Burns, that there Is a canzonet in which the 
same ideas whith wc have already seen brought for- 
ward regarding an eternal constancy to Mary and 
Eliza aj^ wrought up in favor of Jean. (See p. 51.) 

Though cruel fate should bid us part, 

Far as the pole and line ; 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine. 

Though mountains rise and deserts liowl, 

And oceans roar between, 
Yet dearer than ray deathless soul, 

I still would lore my Jean. 



ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB. 

" On Tuesday [May 23] there was a meeting of the 
Highland Society at London for the eacouragemeut 
of the fisheries in the Highlands, etc. Three thou- 
sand pounds were immediately suhserihed by eleven 
gentlemen present for this particular purpose. The 
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Eail of Breadalbane info med the meeting that fiie 
hundred persons hal a^rLed to emi^ale from the 
estates ol Mr M Donald ot Glengarrj tliat thej had 
sub><ctibed mone) purchased hips etc to carry tbeir 
design into effect. The noblemen and gentlemen 
agreed to cooperate with government to frustrate their 
design ; and to reccnnmend to the principal noblemen 
and gentlemen in the Highlands to endeavor to pre- 
TenC emigration, by improving the fisheries, agricul- 
ture, and manufactures, and partjcularly to enter into 
a Eubscriptjon for that purpose." Such is a very sim- 
ple-looking annouDeemcnt in the Edinburgh Adver- 
tiser of 30ih May. One would have thought there 
was little in it to excite a jealous feeling regarding the 
Highland proprietors, whom we have since seen vili- 
pended not a little for the very opposite procedure. 
So it is, however, that Burns took up the matter other- 
wise, and penned, though ho did not publish, an 



OP BEELZEBUB 

To the Bight Honourable the Eail of Breadalbane, President 
of the Right Honourable and Honourable the Highland 
Society, wbich met on the 23d of May last at the Shak- 
apeare, Covent Garden, io concert ways and means to ftns- 
trate the designs of five hundred Highlanders, who, as the 
Bodety were informed by Mr. Mackenzie of Applecross,!- 

IMr. Mackenzie of Applecross, a considerable proprietor in 
the west ot Eoss-eMre, figarea on many occasions as a liberal 
man. Mr. Knox, in bis Toar of {ke Highlands, penned about 
Uiis very time, menUons an act of Hr. Mackenzie's precisely 
contrary in its character to the motive which the rash poet 
attributes to him. "Perceiving," says Knos, "the bad policy 
of servitude in the Highlands, Mr. Mackenzie has totally ni- 
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were &o aLidadoics as to attempt an e^ape from their lawful 
lords and masters, whose property they were, hj emigrating 
from the lands of Mr. M'Donald of Glengarry to the wilds 
of Canada, in search of that ^ntastic thing — Lidebtv. 

Long life, ray lord, and health be yours, 

Unseaithed by hungered Highland boors ; Unhnrt 

Lord, grant nae duddie desperate beggar, ragged 

Wi' dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger. 

May twin auld Stwtland o' a life flepriie 

She tikes — as lambkins like a knife. 

Faith, you and Applecross were right 

To keep the Highland hounds in sight; 

I doubt na ! they wad bid nae better propoM 

Than, let them ance out owre the water, 

Then up amang thae lakes and seas. 

They'll mak what rules and laws they please. 

Some daring Hancock, or a Franklin, 

May set their Higliland bluid a-ranklin' ; 

Some Washington again may head them, 

Or some Montgomery, fearless, lead them, 

Till God knows what may be effected, 

"When by such heads and hearts directed. 

Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire 

May to patrician rights aspire ! 

Nae sage North now, nor sager SackviUe, 

To watch and premier o'er the pack vile, 

linquished all the feudal claims npon the labor of his tenants, 
whom he pays with the atrioteet regard to justice at the rale 
of sevenpence or dghtpence for every day employed upon hie 
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And wliare will ye get Howes and Clintona 
To bring them to a right repentance, 
To cowe the rebel generation, 
And save the honour o' the nation? 

They, and be d ! what right hae they 

To meat ov sleep, or light o' day? 
Far leas to riches, power, or freedom, 
But what your lordship likes to gie them? 

But hear, my lord ! Glengarry, hear ! 
Tour hand's owre light on them, I fear ; 
Tour factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies, overafern 
I canna say but they do gaylies ; pretty weii 

They lay aside a' tender mercies. 
And tirl the hallions to the sirip— clowns 

birses ; briaucs 

Tet while they're only poind't and herriet, despoiled 
They'll keep their stubborn Highland spirit ; 
But smash them, crash them a' to apails ! dupe 
And rot the dyvoi's i' the jails ! bansrupts 

The young dogs, swinge them to the labour; * 
Let wark and hunger msik them sober ! 
The hizzies, if they're oughllins ^is— ataii 

faWSOnt, hanlBOme 

Let them in Drury I^ane be lessoned ! 

And if the wives and dirty brats 

E'en thi^er at your doors and yetts, beg — gitea 

Flaffan wi' duds and gray wi' riutiering 

Frightin' awa' your deucks and geese, 
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Get out a horsewhip or a jowler, 

The langest thong, the fiercest growler, 

And gar the tattered gipsies pact, aak< 

Wi' a' their bastards on their hack ! 

Go on, my lord I I fang to meet you, 

And in my house at hame to greet you. 

Wi' common lords ye shanna mingle ; 

The benmost neuk beside the ingle, inDcrmos 

At my right haa' assigned your seat 

'Tween Herod's hip and Polycrate — 

Or, if you on your station taiTow, 

Between Almagro and Pizarro, 

A seal, I'm sure, ye're weel deservin't; 

And till ye come — Your humble servaut, 

Beelzbbttb,' 
June la, Anno jtfim.fi 5790 [a. d. 1J86.] 



On reading in the public papers the Laureate's 
Ode? with the oilier parade of June 4, 178li, the au- 

1 This poem came throngli the liands of Eankine of Adam- 
bHI lo Iboae of a gentleman of A;r, nho gave it to Che world 
in the Ediniwgh Magaant for Februaiy 1818, A oopj- in 
Ihe poet's handwriting is, or naa lately, in the possession of a 
person in humble life at Jedburgh. 

2 Thomas Warton was then in tbia servile and ridiouloua 
office. His ode for June 4, 1T86, begins as follows : — 



.^hyGooglc 



thor was no sooner dropt asleep, than he imagined 
himself transported to the birthday levee ; and in his 
drearning fancy made the following " Address," 



GuiD-MOKNDj' to your Majesty ! 

May Heaven augment your blisses, 
On every new birthday, ye see, 

A humble poet wishes ! 
My bardsbip here, at your levee, 

On sic a day as this is, 
la sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birthday dresses 
Sae fine this day. 

I see ye're complimented thrang, m 

By many a loi-d aiid lady; 
" Grod save the king 1 " 'a a cuckoo sang 

That's unco easy said aye; 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-turned and ready. 
Wad gar ye trow yo ne'er do wrang, n 

But aye unerring steady, 
On sic a day. 

" When Freedom nursed her native fire 
In ancient Greece, and ruled the lyre, 
Her bards disdainful, from the tyrant's brow 

The tinsel gifts of flattery tore. 
But paid to guiltless power their wilhng vow. 

And to the throne of virtnona kings," etc. 
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For me, before a monarch's face 

Even there I wiana flatter ; 
For neilier pension, post, nor p]ac«. 

Am I your humble debtor ; 
So, nae reflection on your grace, 

Your kingship to bespatter ; 
There's mony waur been o' the race, 

And aiblins ane been better peibaps 

Than you this day. 

'Tie very true, my sovereign king, 

My skill may weel be doubl«d: 
But facts are chiels that winna ding, tebeawn 

And downa be disputed : cjHmot 

Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 

Is e'en right reft and clouted,^ broken ma pitched 
And now the third part of the string, 

And less, will gang about it 
Than did ae day. 

Far be't frae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation. 
Or say ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation! 
But faith ! I muckle doubt, my sire, 

Ye've trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a bam or byre, cow-houaf 

Wad better fiUed their sta,tion 

Than courts yon day. 
3 The Araetican colonics being tost. 
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And now yeVe gien auld Britain peace, 

Her broken shins to plaister, 
Your sair taxation does her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester. 
For me, thank God, my life's a lease, 

Nae bargain wearing faster. 
Or, faith ! I fear, that, wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture mmtnceis 

r (be crail some day. saia 

Vm no mistrusting Willie Pitt, 

When lapses be enlarges, 
(And Will's a true guid fallow's get,^ 

A name not envy spairges), Mpena 

That he intends to pay your debt. 

And lessen a' your charges ; 
But G — sake ! let nae saying fit 

Abridge your bonny barges* 

And boats tliis day. 

Adieu, my liege ! may Freedom geek apoti 
"Beneath vonr hifh nrotecfion : 



Beneath your high protection 



1 Gait, gets, or gytfl, a homoly sulistilute fbr the word child 
in Scotland. Sir Waller Scott speaks somewheru of the gaUs' 
class in the Edinburgh High School — namely, tliB class con- 
taining the youngest pupils. The above stanza is not the 
only teatiniony of admiraljon which Buma pays lo the great 
Earl of Chatham. 

a On the supplies for the navy being voted, spring 1V86, 
Captain Macbride counselled some changes in that force, pu- 
ticularly the giving np of 64-gun ships, irhich occitdoned a 
good deal of discussion. 
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And may you ras Corruption's neck, atnirh 

And gie her for dissection. 
But since Via here, I'll no neglect, 

In loyal, true affection. 
To pay your Queen, with due respect. 

My fealty and subjection 

This great birthday. 

Hail Majesty Most Excellent! 

While nobles strive to please ye, 
WiU ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gjes ye ? 
Thae bonny bairn-time Heaven has lent, children 

Slill higher may they heeze ye nusB 

In bliss, till fate some day is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

For you, young potentate o' Wales, 

I tell Your Highness fairly, 
Down Pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

I'm tauld ye're driving rarely ; 
But some day ye may gnaw your nails, 

And curse your folly sairly, 
That e'er ye hrak Diana's pales. 

Or rattled dice wi' Charlie,' 
By night or day. 

Tel aft a ragged cowle's been known ™it 
To mak a noble wver ; oari-horHe 

1 Charles James Fox. 
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So, ye may doucely fill a throne, wbeij 

For a' llieir clish-ma-claver ; talk 

There, him at Agiiicoiirt wha shone, 
Few better were or braver ; 

And yet, wt' funny, queer Sir John, 
He was an unco shaver, 

For monie a day. 

For you. Right Reverend Osnahurg,^- 

Nane seta the Jawn-sleeve sweeter, 
Although a rihbon at your lug e»r 

Wad been a dress completer: 
As ye disown yon paughty dog proud 

That hears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith ! and get a wife (o hug, qoick 

Or, trouth ! ye'il stain the mitre 
Some luckless day. 

Toung, royal Tarry'Breeks,' I learn, 
Ye've lately come athwart her, 

A glorious galley,' stem and stern, 
Weel rigged for Venus' barter ; 

But first hang out, that she'll disoern. 
Your hymeneal charter, 

1 Frederick, the second son of George III., at first Bishop 
of Osnabnrg, afterwards Duke of York. 

* Wilham Henry, third eon of George III., nft«rw»rda Dnke 
of Clarence and King William IV. 

' Alluding to the uewEpaper account of a certiun royal 
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Then heave aboard your grapple-airn, 
And, large upon her quarter, 

Come full that day. 

Ye, lastly, bonny blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heaven mak ye guid as weel as braw, 

And gie you lads a-plenly. 
But sneer na British boys awa'. 

For kings are unco soant aye ; 
And German gentles are hut sma', 

They're better just than want aye 
On ony day. 

God biesa you a' ! consider now, 

Ye're unco muckie dautet ; caressed 

But ere the course o' life be through. 

It may be bitter aautet: Mited 

And I hae seen their coggie fou, bonifuii 

That yet hae tarrow'l at it;* 
But or the day was done, I trow, 

The laggen * they hae clautet »inai#d 

Fu' dean that day. 

1 To iamm at food ie to linger over it from dislike or want 
of appetite. 
^ Tlie angle betweeo the side and bottom of a, wooden dish. 
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APPENDIX. 



ADDITIONAL STANZAS OF " THE VISION." 

In a letter to Mrs. Dunlop of January 15, 1787, 
Burns speaks of certain stanzas of The Vision wLich 
be had omitted from the printed copy. A manuscript 
of ten leaves, in Burns'a handwriting, has been pre- 
served, which contains The Vision unabridged, as it 
stood in 1786 — IXe Gloomy Nighl is GaOiering Fast 

— The Lass of Ballachmyle — My Nanie, — Hand- 
some Nelt — Song in the Character of a Ruined Farmer 

— Song, Though Cruel Fate should bid us Pari — and 
Misgieings of Despondency on the Approach of the 
Gloomy Monarch of the Grave ; all of them being 
poems which did not appear in the first edition, but 
most of which were inserted in the Edinbuigh, or 
Eecond edition. From allusions, the MS. was undoubt- 
edly written after July 1786, and before the Edin- 
burgh edition came out. By the liberality of Mr. Dick, 
bookseller, Ayr, present proprietor of the MS,, we are 
enabled to present such portions of its contents as 
have not seen the light. 

After 18th stanza of printed copies : 

With secret throes I marked that earth, 
That cottage, witness of my birth ; 
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ADDITIONAL STANZAS OP "the VISION." 295 

And near I saw, bold issuing forth 
In jouthful pnde 

A L ndsaj race of oble vrorth 

Fame 1 far and wide 

W here h d b h i d a spread ng wood 
A <i ent P bu It mansion stood 
I sj ed among an an^el 1 rood 

Y fe ale i a 
Sweet shone the r h gl maternal blood 

And lathers ai ^ 

An an e t tow r^ to memori brou ht 
How Dett "en s bol i hero lought 
St 11 tar from s nk or nto nought 

It o n s a lord 
Who far in ie tern 3 lunatos fought 

\\ th t stj tword 

Tl er vl en. i seep red P t h shade 
Staked ro n] h ashes lowlv lad 
I saw a martal rate portrajed 

In colour- strong * 
BolJ so Ig r featured und smayed 

Thev stalked along 

S d u — B V Itam on of S indr m a natried 
to a a of r lone Montfcnn eiy ot Co 1 field c n equent- 
Ij', Burns felt a great intersst in the thmily. Tbe fiinale pair 
vece Misses Liltias and Margaret Hamilton, the laffer of 
whom was living in 1851. 

*8tar. — fl. 

' These words are written over the original in another 

* The Montgomeries of Coilsfield. 
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296 ADDITIONAL STANZAS OF "THE VISION." 

Among the rest I well could spy 
One gallant, graceful, martial boy, 
The sodgcr sparkled in his eye, 

A diamond water ; 
I blest that noble badge with joy 

Tliat owned me fiater.^ 

After the 20th stanza : 

Near by arose a. mansion Jine,^ 
I'he seat of many a muse divine ; 
Not rustic muses such as mine, 

With holly crowned. 
But th' ancient, tuneful, laurelled Nine, 

From classic ground. 

I mourned the card that Fortune dealt, 
To see where bonny Whitefoords dwelt; 3 
But other prospects made me melt. 

That village ■ear;< 
There Nature, Friendship, Love 1 felt, 

Fond-mingling dear. 

Hail I Nature's pang, more strong than death ! 
Warm friendship's glow, like kindling wrath ! 

■ Caplain Jamea Montgomery, Master of St. James's Lodge, 
Torbolfon, fo which the author has the honour to belong.— S. 

2 Auchinleok. — B, The poet here paya a compliment to 
the Boswell family, and particularly to the biographer of 

3 BalIochm)-Ie. The Whitefooras were at this time parting 
with the property. 

« Mauchline. 
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ADDITIONAL STANZAS OF "THE VISION. ii.i 

Love, dearer than the parting breath 
Of dying friend 1 

" Kot even " 1 with life's wild deyious path, 
Your force shall end ! 

The power that gave the soft alarms. 
In blooming Whitefoord'3 rosy charms, 
Still threats the tjny-feathered arms, 

The barbed dart. 
While lovely Wilhelmina warms 

The coldest heart.' 



Where Lugar leaves his moorland plaid,^ 
Where lately Want was idly laid, 
I markfed busy, bustling Trade, 

In fervid flame, 
Beneath a patroness's aid. 

Of noble name ; 

While countless hills I could survey, 
And countless flocks as well as they ; 
But other scenes did charms display, 
That better please. 
Where polished manners dwelt with Gray 

1 Originally written " only." 

i A. compliment lo Miss Wilbelinina Alexander, the " Bon- 
ny Lass of BallocUrayle," in whom certainly, when Maria 
Whitefoord departed, the poetic worshipper of beauty fijund a 
new goddess not inferior to the former divinity. 

* Cumnoek. — 5. 

* Mr. Facqnhai Gray. — B. 
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98 APDITIOKAL STANZAS OF "THE VISION. 

Where Cessnock pours with gurgling aound,^ 
And Irwino, marking out tbe bound, 
Euamoured of the scenes around, 

Slow runs his rflce, 
4 name I doubly honoured found,^ 

With knightly grace. 

Brydone's brave ward, I saw him stand.i^ 
Fame hambly offering her hand ; 
And near his kinsman's rustic band,^ 

With one accord, 
Lamenting their late blessed land 

Must change its lord. 

The owner of a pleasant spot, 
Near sandy wilds I did him note ; 6 
A heart too warm, a pulse too hot. 

But lai^e in every feature wrote, 

Appeared the man. 

■ Auchinskieth. 

^ Caprington. — S. Cunningham of Capringlon, Baronat. 

» Colonel Eullarton. — B. 

*Dr. FuUarton. — a. 

' Orangefield. — B. Mr. Halrymple of Orangf^field, near 

jT, waa an active patron of Buma. 
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SONG 01 A KUINED 



TnBB — Go from my mivlom. Lose, do. 

The aun lie is aunk in the west, 
Ail creatures retired to rest, 
While here I sit all sore beset 

"With sorrow, grief, and wo ; 
And it'a 0, fiekle Fortune, 1 

The prosperous man is asleep, 

Nor hears how the whirlwinds sweep ; 

But Misery and 1 must watch 

The surly tempest blow : 
And it's O, *kk Fortune, O I 

There lies the dear partner of my breast, 

Must I see thee, aiy youthful pride, 

Thus brought so very low I 
And it'a 0, fickle Fortune, ! 

Tliere lie my sweet babies in her anus, 
No anxious fear their little heart alarms; 
But for their sake my heart dotli ache. 
With many a bitter throe : 
And it's O, fickle Fortuoe, ! 
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